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Forty years ago I stumbled across The Two Lawyers in a second-
hand book shop. I had never heard of it before and nor was I 
overly interested in novels. However, a book published in Dun-
edin in 1881 must be worth looking at and the phrase “the town-
ship of Timaru” in the first sentence was the first time I’d seen 
my old home town mentioned in a novel. Surely, in a book pub-
lished so long ago there would be some history for me to enjoy, 
well worth the $7.50 pencilled on the flyleaf.
I dipped into the story but soon found it hard going, just as the 
readers of the 1880s appear to have done. When I described my 
$7.50 purchase to George Griffiths, the doyen of southern writ-
ing and publishing, he chuckled and said, “You were robbed!”
Nevertheless, in more recent times I determined to find out 
something about the shadowy figure of author W. M. Southan 
and try to establish why such a novel of no great literary mer-
it had ever been written, let alone published. I actually read 
The Two Lawyers from cover to cover and then looked into 
the story of William Southan, cordial maker-turned novelist. 
It emerged as an intriguing insight into colonial life and in the 
interests of putting Southan’s own experiences within a wider 
context, aspects of the world of colonial writing and the char-
acters who inhabited it became worth exploring.
The Two Lawyers may be a candidate for the title of “New 
Zealand’s Worst Novel” and, for that reason alone, it may be 
worth reading, or at least skimming through, on the basis that 
knowing the worst that can happen, may help appreciate the 
best that we have. You, dear reader, may stumble in your at-
tempt to read it all, but the story of William Southan is worth 






A Note on the Text
Little has been changed in The Two Lawyers text apart from 
some silent edits of obvious spelling errors and typos, while 
Southan’s sometimes eccentric approach to punctuation has 
been retained. The digitalised newspaper sites Papers Past and 
Trove have been invaluable and extracts are extensive as they 
provide not only information but a picture of the writing styles 
of the nineteenth century. From time to time modern money 
values have been provided in square brackets to contextualise 
the value of the amounts mentioned in the text. Such modern 
figures are, of course, approximate and are based on the infla-
tion calculator of the Reserve Bank. Notes are provided at the 
end of the novel, signalled by an asterisk * following the text 
that is explained.
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New Zealand Novels in the Late Nineteenth Century
New Zealand seems to have produced no great nineteenth-
century novels, but it may be a consolation to know that it 
was an Australian who wrote what some consider to be New 
Zealand’s worst Victorian novel, The Two Lawyers.
It may also be useful to give Otago fair acknowledgement 
of its place in the somewhat patchy world of Victorian novel-
writing. In the introduction to its nineteenth-century nov-
els collection, the New Zealand Electronic Text Collection 
(NZETC) notes that, “Between 1861 and 1899, New Zealand 
produced dozens of works of literature. Novels written or 
set in New Zealand were published in London, Warsaw, and 
Melbourne as well as Auckland, Wellington, and Christch-
urch.” The omission of Dunedin, where a number of nov-
els and at least two literary journals (Zealandia and Triad) 
were produced, may simply be a reflection of the tyranny of 
distance (NZETC is based at Victoria University of Welling-
ton). Among the nineteenth-century New Zealand novels 
listed by the NZETC about a quarter are by Otago writers 
(or those with strong Otago connections) and a sprinkling 
were produced by Dunedin printers/publishers. The south-
ern roll call is: Vincent Pyke, Henry Lapham, Ben Farjeon, 
Edward Elwell, Thorpe (Frances Ellen) Talbot, William 
Southan, Francis Elizabeth Renwick, R. H. Chapman (John 
Barr), Gilbert Rock (John Barr), Julius Vogel, Robert Car-
rick, William Dutton, Fergus Hume, Robert Noble Adams, 
Alexander Bathgate, Dugald Ferguson, William Freeman 
and Charlotte Evans (from “Oamaru in the region of South 
Otago” the NZETC tells us). Perhaps even a fairly short dis-
tance produces a touch of tyranny?
The stories of John Barr and William Freemen are told lat-
er not only because they are too intriguing to leave out but be-
cause they add something to our understanding of the literary 
milieu in which such writers worked. The main focus, though, 
The Two Lawyersx
is on one other name in the NZETC list of novelists, that of 
William Morgan Southan of South Canterbury, whose novel 
The Two Lawyers was printed by John Wilkie of Dunedin.
It is perhaps this book more than any other which, as the 
NZETC suggests about nineteenth-century New Zealand 
novels generally, “makes later generations look back on the 
works of nineteenth-century authors with a mixture of em-
barrassment and disappointment.” Unlike many nineteenth-
century New Zealand novels which make a reasonable fist of 
weaving stories around exploration, warfare, settler farming, 
picaresque roaming, Maori life or goldfields adventure, The 
Two Lawyers largely ignores the possibilities of such settings 
and adopts the more unappealing features of the plots and 
dialogue of Victorian melodrama to tell a tale which just hap-
pens to be located in colonial New Zealand and Australia. To 
be fair, Southan’s Australian goldfield scenes are sometimes 
saved by stronger dialogue and some action drama, but it is 
too little, too late. Something more successful in the gold-
fields adventure genre was achieved in Vincent Pyke’s Wild 
Bill Enderby (1873) and The Adventures of George Washington 
Pratt (1874) and in a newspaper serial in 1872 by Dunedin’s 
William Baldwin in his Tom Hungerford (published in the 
New Zealand Colonial Text Series by the University of Otago 
Department of English in 2011).
But, while The Two Lawyers was inferior to these efforts, 
it is not alone in being considered a rather poor effort. Lydia 
Wevers, Director of the Stout Research Centre at Victoria Uni-
versity, who has written extensively on writing and reading in 
colonial New Zealand* believes “it is still hard to find more than 
the occasional halfway decent nineteenth-century novel in the 
slim shelf of bad novels, before the end of the Victorian era.”
Research by Jim Traue confirms that New Zealanders were 
voracious readers and book ownership was at a higher level 
than in much richer colonies like Victoria. He also notes that 
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at least 105 New Zealand novels or novellas were published 
in newspapers between 1861 and 1900 but never made it to 
book form. The paucity of good New Zealand novels suggests 
that much of that reading and book ownership was focussed 
on imported books, mainly from England. This is supported 
by Anthony Trollope’s observations during his 1873 visit. As 
well as noting that New Zealanders “are very fond of getting 
drunk” he was favourably impressed after a visit to the Law-
rence Athenaeum where he concluded that, “Carlyle, Macaul-
ay and Dickens are certainly better known to small communi-
ties in New Zealand than they are to similar congregations of 
men and women at home.”
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William Morgan Southan’s Australian Boyhood
William Morgan Southan was probably born in London 
about 1850, the son of Thomas Southan, a blacksmith and 
veterinarian who lived in Bayswater. Thomas later adver-
tised that he was a Member of the Royal College of Veteri-
nary Surgeons (MRCVS) which had been established in 1844. 
The granting of membership of the college was based either 
on having a recognised qualification or by passing the RCVS 
statutory membership examination. Thomas took the family 
to Australia where he worked as a blacksmith but with ad-
ditional skills relating to equine health. He was in business in 
Victoria by the mid-1850s, gaining some publicity through 
his skill in making horseshoes and having a charge of stealing 
blacksmithing tools dismissed in 1857 when he was running a 
smithy at the Galloway Arms at Beechworth, a booming gold 
town in north-east Victoria.
THE well-known T. M. SOUTHAN, M.R.C.V. S., of 
Hyde Park, London, has commenced business at the 
GALLOWAY ARMS, And may be consulted on any 
disease of HORSES. HORSES SHOD On the most Sci-
entific Principle. Blacksmith and Wheelwright Works 
in general.
CHARGES GREATLY MODIFIED
Ovens and Murray Advertiser 4 May 1857
By the 1860s he was established in another gold town, Bendigo 
(then also called Sandhurst), 250 kilometres west of Beechworth, 
and his son William spent most of his boyhood in Bendigo.
William Southan’s Reading
We might assume that William Southan, growing up in the 
1860s in Bendigo (like Lawrence, a gold mining town) where 
a commercial “Sandhurst Library” and bookshop opened in 
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1856, the same year that the Sandhurst Mechanics’ Institute 
opened its library and reading room, would have read the fa-
mous English authors as well as the lesser writers whose cloy-
ing romances filled the pages of newspapers and magazines.
Later, as an aspiring novelist he would have studied the 
type of writing which the market was supporting and as an 
example we might turn to the Young Ladies’ Journal (which is 
read by Clara Grant, one of the “heroines” in The Two Law-
yers) and examine one of the works serialised in that widely-
read periodical. The magazine was well-promoted by New 
Zealand book sellers, including Timaru’s Currie & Co., who 
announced the arrival of each issue in their newspaper adver-
tising at the time Southan was in Timaru. During 1880 the 
Young Ladies’ Journal was running Minette by Cashel Hoey 
(pen name of Frances Cashel Hoey) an Irish-born writer who 
produced much better work than Minette and who is written 
Bridge Street, Bendigo, in 1857, a few years before the Southan family 
settled in the town (Museums Victoria).
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of with approval in histories of Victorian literature. Four of 
her novels went into second editions and for twenty years she 
wrote a ladies’ column for an Australian newspaper. Never 
rich, she relied on her pen for her income and amongst the 
sheer volume of her output there was much that was forget-
table. If we accept that Southan may have been reading her 
serial (it did not appear in book form) during 1880 while he 
was writing his own novel, it is no surprise that chapter 38 
of Minette which appeared early in 1881 has some striking 
resemblance to the style of The Two Lawyers.
MINETTE
by the author of “Vivette”, “Falsely True”. etc., etc.
Chapter XXXVIII
Minette ate her breakfast. After that, she arose, dressed, 
and then went downstairs, and wrote the following let-
ter, which, together with the hundred-pound note, she 
re-enclosed to Lady Georgina Rivera in a registered let-
ter:
“Madam,
If your letter and your gift are the honest expressions of 
a compassionate heart; if you thoroughly believe that I 
am a loving, broken-hearted girl, setting up a false claim 
because I am bankrupt in all that makes life valuable 
and womanhood honourable; if, thinking and believ-
ing me to be this abject creature, you still stoop from 
your high estate to aid me and comfort me, then indeed 
there is something divine in your pity, and I honour you 
for it. But if you know that I am the victim of a wicked 
plot: if you know that my marriage certificate has been 
wilfully destroyed and the copies taken; if you mean to 
marry Frank Austen, knowing, or even suspecting, that 
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he is my husband, then is your gift as cruel a mockery 
as that of the tyrant who dressed up the dead body of 
the father whom his cruelty had murdered and sent it, 
gaily attired, to meet the sorrowing son. In either case, 
madam, I return your gift—in the one case, with a bit-
terness and contempt too strong to find expression in 
conventional phrases; in the other case, with thanks and 
a deep admiration for the generosity which, after all, I 
would sooner die than accept.
I am, Madam,
Your obedient, humble servant.
Minette Herbert-Austen.
“But when all the money is spent, how are you and that 
boy to live?” asked Mrs. Campbell.
“I mean to work,” said Minette.
“In a fortnight from tomorrow,” said Captain Campbell, 
“Minette will be strong enough to come to London with 
me. I can get about very well now on my leg, with a 
stick. Sir Frank Herbert-Austen is coming to the town 
house for the season, so they say. We will get speech of 
him if it costs us our lives.”
Young Ladies’ Journal 1 January 1881
From Hard Labour to New Zealand Ventures
In 1871 Thomas Southan had to face not only the death of his 
wife Louise but also the disgrace of the imprisonment of his 
son William, then in his early twenties. William had joined 
the busy Bendigo share-broking fraternity as had other mem-
bers of the family. William first appears in newspapers in 1871 
with reports on his arrest in Sydney on a charge of fraudu-
lently converting 100 shares in the G. V. Brooke Tribute Com-
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pany to his own use. (Gustavus Brooke was an English actor 
who had been a great success in Australia in the 1850s but his 
popularity dimmed after endless “farewell” tours.)
Southan was described by the court reporter as “a young 
man of respectable appearance, formerly a broker and dealer 
in shares well known at the Beehive.” (The stock exchange at 
Bendigo was in a building on the site of the original Beehive 
store). Southan’s defence was that the shares valued at £18.15.0 
[$2,600] were his property but he was found guilty and sen-
tenced to three years hard labour which meant working in the 
road gangs.
Bendigo’s Pall Mall in the 1880s. The upper floors of the Beehive Stores housed 
the Stock Exchange and in an earlier version of the building William Southan 
dealt in stocks and shares until his unfortunate lapse into dishonesty in 1871 
(Museums Victoria).
William Southan in South Canterbury
Assuming he served his full sentence, it is natural that noth-
ing is heard of Southan until 1876 when he set up business 
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in Waimate, South Canterbury as an “accountant, collector, 
commission and forwarding agent.” A move to New Zealand 
may have been prompted by a wish for a “fresh start” where 
his criminal past would be unknown. His sister Annie had 
earlier crossed the Tasman and had died at Thames in 1873 at 
the age of 31. William probably married in Australia before he 
came to Waimate as the New Zealand records show no entry 
for his marriage to Martha Jane. During their time in South 
Canterbury and North Otago the couple had four children: 
Louisa (1877), Claud (1878), Horace (1882) and Berta (1883).
In Waimate William built what the newspaper called “a 
pretty cottage” near the Catholic Church and seemed to be 
getting a reasonable share of the business available in the 
town of about 4,000 people. His activities were wide-ranging. 
In 1877 he sold copies of the recently-established Oamaru 
newspaper the Evening Mail (later the Oamaru Mail) from his 
Queen St premises “immediately after the arrival of the 6.40 
p.m. train from Oamaru.” (The Waimate branch railway had 
just opened.) In 1878 he was appointed auditor to the Waim-
ate District School for two guineas a year. In the same year a 
gale damaged his Queen Street premises and he built a brick 
store on a property he owned on the corner of Sherman and 
High Streets, but he had already set his sights on establishing 
a business in Timaru where he would set his novel.
The Timaru chapters of The Two Lawyers are set in the early 
1860s when the town was only a few years on from the landing 
of the first immigrants in 1859 and the population was barely 
1,000 at the time of the story. Timaru was not much bigger 
than Waimate and its boom years were still a decade away but 
it was the established business centre of South Canterbury. 
By the time Southan lived there the population was still only 
about 2,000 but it was a town of readers with a Mechanics’ 
Institute and Library having opened in 1864.
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Timaru in 1868 showing the business part of the town where lawyers’ offices 
would have been. The original Bank of New Zealand is in the centre and off 
to the right is the Great North Road. The Great South Road begins to the left 
behind the Club Hotel in front of which is the well of Flockton and Company’s 
foundry which was also used by the general public until water from the Pareora 
River was piped to the town in the 1870s (South Canterbury Museum).
The government landing service area on the Timaru foreshore in 1865. Small 
boats from here would take cargo and passengers (including the much-trav-
elled characters of  The Two Lawyers) to and from ships lying in the road-
stead (South Canterbury Museum).
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The Arthur Perry mansion, Beverley, a possible model for the home of Frank Per-
ryman of The Two Lawyers which is described as “a two-storey wooden building 
of some fourteen rooms. It is surrounded by a beautiful garden, in which there is 
evidence of refined taste displayed” (South Canterbury Museum).
Contemporary Timaru readers of The Two Lawyers may 
have seen a local connection in the name Perryman which 
Southan gave to the pivotal family of his story. Timaru had 
three lawyers in the 1870s, including brothers Charles and 
Arthur Perry. Arthur had arrived from Tasmania in the mid-
1850s and took a prominent part in local affairs. His home 
could well fit Southan’s description of the Perryman mansion. 
Called Beverley, it was, like the Perryman mansion, on the 
Great North Road and was a show place in the town when 
Southan lived there. In choosing Timaru as the locale of the 
New Zealand episodes of The Two Lawyers Southan was writ-
ing about a town in which he had lived for only a year and, 
although he set the action in a period almost twenty years ear-
lier, he had picked up enough local history to be reasonably 
accurate in his descriptive sections. Unlike the goldfields or 
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New Zealand Wars novels, however, the location of the events 
was not a major element of the story. At least, along with But-
ler’s Erewhon which is set on the northern boundary of South 
Canterbury and Trollope’s rather desolate short story Catherine 
Carmichael which hints at a South Canterbury location, Sou-
than was giving the region some literary recognition. Romance 
novelists with Timaru connections like Mavis Winder and Ivy 
Preston came much later and sold internationally with some 
success, a goal which certainly eluded William Southan.
Southan set up as an aerated water (soft drink) manufac-
turer in Church Street near the Old Bank Tavern. His arrival 
was marked by his runaway horse and cart running over Mrs. 
Saville of Waimate but she was not badly hurt. Within a few 
months the business had lost its fizz and all of Southan’s plant 
and stock was auctioned off. Lane’s, the well-known Dunedin 
cordial firm, bought his plant and opened a Timaru branch. 
Now bankrupt, Southan was obliged to sell his Waimate prop-
erties and his creditors were paid 1s 6d in the pound. Southan 
was discharged from bankruptcy in October 1879 at the time 
he learned of the death of his widower father by the roadside 
at Marong, near Bendigo. Thomas Southan had been visiting 
Mary Ann Lewis who told the inquest that Thomas admitted 
to having “a drop too much” the day before. For some years 
afterwards his horse medicines were still being advertised by 
Victorian chemists.
Southan’s first Timaru business venture having failed, he 
was one of 31 applicants for the job of town clerk for the newly-
established Waimate Borough Council but missed out. He now 
looked to Oamaru to restore his fortunes.
William Southan in Oamaru
In November 1879 Southan took over the 25-room North 
Otago Hotel on the corner of Thames and Esk Streets. His 
choice of Oamaru reflects his aim of making good in business. 
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In 1879 it was a larger town than either Waimate or Timaru 
with about 5,000 inhabitants, making it the ninth largest town 
in New Zealand and optimists were predicting a population 
within ten years of 40,000, a figure which has yet to be reached. 
North Otago Family and COMMERCIAL HOTEL, 
THAMES STREET NORTH.
W. M. SOUTHAN, Having leased the above well-
known Hotel begs to notify to his friends and the pub-
lic generally that they can depend upon finding therein 
first class accommodation for Families, Commercial 
Travellers, Boarders or Visitors to Oamaru in search of 
health and would state that the Hotel, being a very easy 
distance from the Railway Station, close to the Baths, 
but still out of the bustle of the Town, offers advantages 
not to be surpassed by any other hotel. As regards Ales, 
Wines, and Spirits, it is so common to advertise “none 
but the best” that W.M.S. would prefer that the Public 
Oamaru in the 1870s with Thames Street heading towards the 
distance. Southan’s North Otago Hotel is possibly one of the 
buildings on the right hand side just before the open paddocks 
(1/2-001967-F. Alexander Turnbull Library, Wellington, New Zealand).
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should judge for themselves. One of the best appointed 
Billiard Rooms, supplied with Allcock’s Best Table.*
W. M. SOUTHAN, proprietor.
Oamaru Mail 4 November 1879
Southan’s hotel was one of many in the town which also 
had plenty of grog shops, many disguised as boarding houses. 
A report just a year later listed 32 grog shops, 12 houses of ill 
fame, and 20 licensed houses and the town had a reputation 
for disorderly conduct and high levels of crime. 
The North Otago Hotel was the closest to the racecourse 
and Southan became secretary of the newly-formed Oamaru 
Jockey Club and joined in the boisterous life of the sport-
ing men. He backed his black mare Nelly for £10 [$1,700] 
in a trotting race from the race course gate to his hotel 
against hairdresser M. Taylor’s bay gelding Tommy. Tommy 
won, watched by a crowd of 300, whose after-race drink-
ing at Southan’s hotel no doubt helped defray his £10 bet on 
Nelly. Like most publicans, Southan was in court from time 
to time. In March 1880 he had 16 shillings stolen from his 
pub and a few days later he was fined 20 shillings for sell-
ing brandy to a woman on a Sunday. In August he joined 
a parade of Oamaru publicans being convicted of watering 
down their liquor and by the end of the year he was once 
again declared bankrupt. Bankruptcy was not a business dis-
aster in nineteenth-century New Zealand and in Oamaru in 
the late 1870s there were between 30 and 40 such failures 
each year, only a few involving fraud. Southan set up briefly 
in Tyne St, Oamaru, as an “accountant, general commission 
agent, hotel broker, valuator, etc.,” but soon returned to Wai-
mate where he made an abortive effort to be elected to the 
Waimate Borough Council, his nomination being rejected as 
“informal,” and he narrowly missed election to the Waimate 
School committee in January 1881.
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During these diversions he had been writing his novel 
and was in touch with Joseph Mackay, an important figure in 
Dunedin publishing and printing, whose name would appear 
as printer on the title-page of The Two Lawyers. Mackay had 
kept stores on the Otago goldfields before setting up a book-
store in Dunedin in 1862 and a lending library in Oamaru. He 
dabbled in newspapers and produced almanacs and printed 
magazines but by 1880 was focussing on publishing books 
and printing almanacs. He probably put no money into The 
Two Lawyers, seeing it as just a printing job.
Southan’s book was drowned in the flood of British novels 
but, as The Two Lawyers was something of a New Zealand 
version of many of the lesser of these popular imports, there 
were no doubt hopes for decent sales on the local market. In 
the end, The Two Lawyers probably made no money but New 
Zealand writers at that time did not expect to be greatly en-
riched by their efforts. It was not until Dunedin-raised Fer-
gus Hume’s The Mystery of a Hansom Cab appeared in 1886 
and went on to sell 100,000 copies almost immediately that 
some hope of riches was raised. Hume’s mystery, according to 
some sources, became the best-selling detective book of the 
nineteenth-century and outsold Conan Doyle’s early Sherlock 
Holmes stories. Hume himself had already sold his rights for 
£50. However, Hume’s success may have encouraged Southan 
to continue writing after he had returned to Australia.
As a novel published by subscription, it was crucial that 
substantial orders for The Two Lawyers be placed before Sou-
than sent his manuscript to the printer. How many copies were 
printed we do not know (maybe a few hundred). Publicity 
would be needed to dispose of the print run and some news-
papers were generous with the space they gave to the book. 
The coverage by the Waimate Times is extensive and Frank 
Slee, to whom Southan dedicated the book, may have engi-
neered it. Slee had been a major shareholder in the Waitangi 
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Tribune which closed in 1879 to be replaced by the Waimate 
Times and Slee may have had an interest in the new paper. 
This early “review” has the feel of a pre-publication handout 
and it may have been prepared for the Waimate Times by Sou-
than himself. (The Temuka Leader later found time to actually 
read the book and write its own review.)
THE TWO LAWYERS.
From the Waimate Times we observe that the above is 
the title of a novel of some 350 pp. about to be published 
by subscription by W. M. Southan of that town. The title 
is evidently chosen for the reason that the main incidents 
of the story are those connected with the history of two 
gentlemen of the long robe* Frank Perryman solicitor, 
and one John Hobart chief villain among the dramatis 
personae, who becoming his partner, very nearly proves 
his ruin. The author first introduces his readers to Frank 
Perryman, his sister Maud, and the latter’s companion 
Louisa Branscombe, a shy, quiet, unassuming, but ster-
ling girl, at their house in Timaru, where the former 
had just inherited from his father an extensive practice. 
Frank himself figures as that somewhat rare bird, if we 
are to pin our faith to current proverbial, wisdom, an 
honest lawyer—one much-liked for his straightforward-
ness of character, and who is accredited with never hav-
ing broken his word to anyone, but withal wanting in 
firmness, and of that over sanguine temperament which 
generally makes its possessor the easy prey of design-
ing men. John Hobart and his supposed sister arrive at 
Timaru from Victoria, the former with the intention of 
commencing practice, and speedily makes the acquaint-
ance of the Perryman family, with whose fortunes and 
history their own are thereafter interwoven, for Frank 
falls deeply in love with Clara, who possesses a face 
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and figure of singular beauty, and a disposition of great 
sweetness and amiability. Hobart has, however, a strange 
influence over her, a peep behind the scenes presently 
showing the reader that the supposed sister is in real-
ity a mistress, the daughter of one Matthew Grant, a life 
sentenced prisoner at Norfolk Island, who through the 
villainous machinations of Hobart has been made his 
half-unwilling slave. Hobart uses Clara as a bait, and by 
this means succeeds in so ingratiating himself with Per-
ryman that he is taken into partnership with him, and 
henceforward the “two lawyers” practise together under 
the style of Perryman and Hobart. In the employ of this 
firm is one Felix Fixer, another rascal who in the end 
outwits Hobart at his own game. Years before the action 
of the story commences he (Fixer) had been the verger of 
a certain London Church, and the witness of a marriage 
between John Hobart and one Mary Torridge, the latter 
having been entrapped into the ceremony, and having 
left her newly-made husband with the threat that “she 
would prove a millstone around his neck.” Fixer discov-
ers himself to Hobart and having wrung from him un-
der threats of exposure a considerable amount of money 
disappears for a time. When we next see him among the 
same surroundings he has so altered in appearance that 
he is known only to Hobart, and enters upon commer-
cial ventures with the assistance of the latter, who freely 
uses Perryman’s name to raise funds for the speculative 
purposes of “Fixer and Co.” Meanwhile the reader is 
introduced to Matthew Grant, the father of Clara, who 
proves to have been the innocent victim of a plot on the 
part of one Lurtenshaw and Agnes Hobart, sister of John 
Hobart of the story. Grant was bailiff to Mr Lurtenshaw 
and married a girl to whom his master had been paying 
court, but who had refused his overtures. Agnes Hobart 
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who is in love with Grant is consumed with jealousy at 
being supplanted, while Lurtenshaw’s motives are ha-
tred against Grant and a hope that if he can be got out of 
the way his wife will be placed in his power.
These two, Lurtenshaw and Agnes Hobart, then 
carry out the villainous scheme of a fictitious robbery 
of plate, the woman concealing the supposed stolen ar-
ticles in Grant’s premises, where their discovery leads 
to his transportation for life. On her deathbed, Ag-
nes confesses the plot, and in due time a free pardon 
is sent out to Grant. By this time the latter has lost his 
daughter who has disappeared with Hobart who has 
deceived her into the belief that her flight was neces-
sary for her father’s safety, and then Grant sets out in 
quest of his daughter, the tale of his long-time hopeless 
search being the best part of the story. Returning to the 
fortunes of the other principal characters, we find Fixer 
and Co., under the influence of Hobart, embarking in 
heavy land speculations, which result disastrously, and 
Hobart, to retrieve the losses of the firm, enters upon 
a marriage with the daughter of an American million-
aire named Parkes. Unknown to him, his wife nee Mary 
Torridge has arrived in New Zealand on a tour in search 
of health, and also has Matthew Grant in search of his 
daughter, and these are among the spectators who at-
tracted by the dash of a fashionable wedding, enter the 
church at Christchurch where the ceremony is being 
performed in time to denounce Hobart as a bigamist 
and swindler. Hobart flies, but is captured, tried, and 
sentenced. Felix Fixer, the partner, escapes in one of his 
own ships, leaving a considerable sum of money behind 
for Frank Perryman, as some amends for the free use 
of his name by the firm of Fixer and Co. Frank Perry-
man and Louisa Branscombe who has all along loved 
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him, and whose worth he at last discovers, are happily 
married, and Grant and his long lost daughter return to 
their old home in England, where it is to be hoped they 
lived happily ever afterwards, and the curtain falls upon 
poetical justice, the triumph of honesty and right, and 
the utter confounding of the rogues of the piece. As we 
have before said, there is a well woven plot, and as he 
has given due care in preparing the work for the press, 
Mr Southan’s novel should be a very readable one.
Temuka Leader 31 March 1881
The practice of taking out an advertisement in return for 
some editorial coverage is no new thing and this may have 
been what happened at the Christchurch Star:
WILL BE PUBLISHED SHORTLY. THE TWO LAW-
YERS, A Novel by W. M. Southan, of Waimate. Price, 5s.
The Two Lawyers.— Mr W. M. Southan, of Waimate, 
is the author of a novel bearing this title, which it will 
be seen by a notice in another column, is now being 
published. From notices issued by those who have read 
this book, it appears the writer has shown considerable 
skill in weaving a plot, in the portrayal of his different 
characters, and in sustaining the interest of his readers 
throughout. The story is laid principally on the Middle 
Island of this Colony, and Christchurch is honoured by 
being selected as the scene of the great denouement. We 
should imagine that all who can afford to spare a few 
shillings, will readily seek to obtain a copy of this work. 
Colonial authors are not so plentiful that the public can 
afford to despise or neglect them.
Star 24 June 1881
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Timaru was targeted for sales with William Poole, secretary of 
the Timaru Working Men’s Club, taking orders.
The Two Lawyers
A Romance of Timaru in the Early Days, By W. M. Sou-
than. Canvassing Agent, Mr W. POOLE, at Mr Wm. 
Shepherd’s Auction Rooms, George Street.
Timaru Herald 15 November 1881
The Two Lawyers and the Critics
The reviews of Southan’s book were not encouraging but the 
language in which many of them were written gives some-
thing of the flavour of the literary style of educated New 
Zealanders of the time and they are, therefore, quoted here 
at some length.
The first review of The Two Lawyers came in the same issue 
of the Timaru paper in which William Poole’s advertisement 
had appeared:
REVIEW. THE TWO LAWYERS. The scene of the plot 
in “The Two Lawyers” is laid in Timaru. The plot, though 
a commonplace one, is fairly sustained throughout, and 
the writer evidently has pieced together his materials ef-
fectively enough to make a novel which at all events can 
hold its own amongst the trash published nowadays. 
[Here follows a précis of the plot]. A touch of goldfield 
life is here and there introduced, and, as far as it goes, 
is passable enough. Louie Branscombe, a secret admirer 
of Frank, is the best character in the story, being a fine 
portrayal of a thoroughly conscientious and high-mind-
ed girl. With the exception that the dialogue is too often 
strained and improbable, taking the respective speakers 
into account, “The Two Lawyers” is of sufficient literary 
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merit to pass away an hour or two agreeably enough, 
and for this the book can be recommended. By W. M. 
Southan. John Mackay, publisher, Dunedin.
Timaru Herald 15 November 1881
Southan would have been hoping for a review in the 
Christchurch Press but that paper ignored him. However the 
Lyttelton Times provided the first notice from a heavyweight 
newspaper, but it would have done little to encourage Sou-
than, or please the residents of Timaru. (To this day, there is 
little love lost between Timaru and Christchurch!)
“THE TWO LAWYERS”
The Timaru, of some dozen years ago, used, in the opin-
ion of most people who were not compulsory residents 
there, to be one of the dullest places on earth. We re-
member with what heartfelt energy a friend, who was 
detained there during three winter days, described the 
boulderous beach—then innocent of a breakwater—as 
“the abomination of desolation.” In pitching, then, upon 
the Timaru of that time as the local habitation for his 
novel, Mr Southan has done a somewhat daring thing. 
In determining upon this unpromising ground, he must 
have had no little confidence in his own power to dis-
pense with accessories of a nature at all approaching 
the picturesque. Nor, after reading his book with much 
patience, and not a few sighs, can we say that this confi-
dence is in any way justified. To put it plainly, the story 
is abominably dull, and, as far as genius or art goes, 
desolate in the extreme. The plot is improbable without 
being exciting, and involved without being interesting. 
The author is inordinately fond of dialogue, and be-
ing equally deficient both, in fancy and style, makes as 
complete a failure in this most difficult branch of writ-
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ing as can well be imagined. His characters go drivelling 
on through pages of stilted and insipid talk, with a per-
sistency that is simply exasperating. Such books as this 
ought only to be published in winter time. The thirst 
they produce when the thermometer is above 70 degs., 
is intolerable. If there be anything more stupid than Mr 
Southan’s honest people, it is his scoundrels, who ought 
not to impose on the most credulous infant. If there be 
anything more unpleasant than the interior of his book, 
it is the exterior, which is certainly not a credit to the 
Colonial binder. If there be anything worse than the 
dialogue aforesaid, it must be found in the, fortunately 
rare, attempts at description; the Timaru drawing-room 
to wit, “A very spacious apartment, the walls of which 
are panelled up to the height of 4ft 6in, and above there 
are placed specimens of Egyptian statuary, life-size.” 
Has our author ever seen any Egyptian statuary? We 
fancy he must know very little of those grim kings, and 
sphinxes, colossal as his own blunders, which even the 
sands of centuries can hardly cover. Into the details of 
Mr Southan’s work we do not propose to go, for we can-
not conscientiously praise it; and condemnation, as 
a rule, is effective in proportion to its brevity. To en-
courage and cheer a writer of promise would please us 
much. A sterling literature is a national want. But to puff 
bad wares is not a reviewer’s duty. Seldom does such a 
course deceive the public; and it is not our intention to 
make the attempt in the present instance.
Lyttelton Times 16 November 1881
Much of that reviewer’s bile would be shared by his read-
ers, but the binding of The Two Lawyers is as good as any New 
Zealand product of the time. The Cantabrian reviewer may 
have had it in for Dunedin as well as Timaru.
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By January 1882 the Temuka Leader, which in March 1881 
had run the “preview” from the Waimate Times included 
above, had found time to read The Two Lawyers itself:
“THE TWO LAWYERS”
This is the title of a novel recently given to the world by 
Mr W. M. Southan of Timaru [he had just arrived from 
Waimate]. It is Mr Southan’s first attempt at authorship, 
and as such, it must be regarded as a very creditable be-
ginning. The book has certainly many defects, not so 
much in a literary point of view, as in construction of 
the plot, or rather the way in which the chapters are ar-
ranged. The story runs over a period of twenty years, 
and the first incidents of it are so mixed up with the 
more recent occurrences that it is not easy to under-
stand the plot. This is the principal fault of the novel, 
but it is one which, if Mr Southan contemplates pub-
lishing a second edition, he could remedy by merely 
placing the chapters in consecutive order. [Here is given 
a plot summary similar to that given in the earlier no-
tice in the Temuka Leader]. The plot is an excellent one 
if it had been well worked out, but as we have already 
stated it is destroyed by want of consecutiveness in the 
order in which the various incidents are placed before 
the reader. Felix Fixer is a splendidly drawn character, 
and shows Mr Southan to be a thorough business man. 
But we fail to see why he should bring him to such a 
melancholy end. He has not been guilty of any misdeeds 
only that of forcing Hobart into a business speculation 
that proved a great success [In fact, the land specula-
tion was not successful]. He on all occasions, curbs the 
scoundrelly intentions of Hobart, in fact, seems more 
bent on doing good than harm, is highly respected, and 
his society is courted by young and old. We think a bet-
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ter fate aught to be reserved for him, but we dare say 
honester men have been drowned in a shipwreck. On 
the whole the book is very readable, and as it is a local 
story by a local author, we should recommend persons 
desirous of whiling away a pleasant hour to buy it. We 
believe it can be got of any of the Timaru booksellers.
Temuka Leader 24 January 1882
By the 1880s Dunedin was well established as something 
of a publishing and literary centre with books being produced 
there regularly and a review which would carry most weight 
eventually appeared in the Otago Daily Times:
The Two Lawyers
By. W. M. Southan
Dunedin: Printed by John Mackay.
This is another effort of local industry. The principle that 
no prophet is without honour save in his own country 
applies doubtless in a measure to the authorship of nov-
els and other works of local manufacture. We do not 
look for much from a Colonial writer, and the standard 
of writing which is considered high enough to entitle a 
man to publish in the Colony is not very exalted. Eve-
rything, however, must have a beginning, and we are 
always unwilling to discourage crude efforts if they 
have any of the right stuff in them. The book before us 
is crude enough, but it is above the average of Colonial 
stories. The plot is laid partly in Timaru and Christch-
urch, and partly in Tasmania. There is an honest lawyer 
in the case, who confides in a dishonest one—the villain 
of the piece,—and makes him his partner. There is the 
usual amount of lovemaking, and a wronged, but high-
minded young woman, who is the best and strongest 
character of the book. We give one or two specimens of 
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the style. The following is certainly a fair specimen of 
bathos, considering that the Maud who speaks is sup-
posed to be a pattern of all the virtues 
“Maud, my dear,” said Mrs Perryman, “I am sure I do 
not know what we shall do without our poor dear fa-
ther, I feel I shall not long survive his loss.” “You must 
keep up, mother dear, you know we must all go sooner 
or later, and we have this solace, that our dear father 
was a good man when alive, and has, thank God, left 
his family well provided for.” This certainly reminds us 
somewhat of the American story of the widow’s tele-
gram announcing her husband’s death, and ending up 
with the remark, “Loss fully covered by insurance.” The 
story of “The Two Lawyers” is fairly well worked out, 
through a temporarily successful career of villainy to a 
catastrophe in which the villain meets his deserts. The 
struggles of Clara, one of the victims of deceit, to which 
she is herself made an unwilling party, are portrayed 
with some skill. The old convict, her father, —a victim 
to a false accusation, for which he has been transported, 
but whose character is eventually cleared, —is also a 
good character. The following extract will give an idea 
of the writer’s best style: “They had no sooner gone than 
Clara dropped again into her pensive mood. “Ah, how 
I long to be myself, and yet how can I? I feel I am an 
imposition, for I know I am not what people think me. 
How gladly would I be honest, if I only dared! I know 
what the result would be, but I feel inclined to confess 
all to Frank Perryman, and then he would scorn me as I 
deserve. Yet, if my poor father still lives, he would suffer, 
and he alone; as for me, it does not matter much. Some-
times I am almost inclined to risk all. He is generous. 
Hobart owes his present position to him. And how was 
it obtained but by my falseness, or perhaps I may say 
The Two Lawyersxxxiv
my want of determination to follow an honest course. 
Oh, how I hate myself! And yet I did it not for any end 
of my own. I would gladly change places with the low-
est menial in this town to possess that peace of mind I 
never have and perhaps never will. Oh God, do, I pray 
thee, extend some mercy, for though it may be rebel-
lious of me I feel I do not deserve all this,” and, sinking 
on a couch, Clara wept bitterly, and some ten minutes 
later so Hobart found her.”
Of his worst the following is a specimen, and is de-
cidedly weak and slipshod:— “Louie found Maud fast 
asleep for she had no troubles. She loved her brother, 
mother, and also Louie— in fact, she was a general liker, 
and with everybody she was a great favourite; but she 
had no love trouble. Many of the young men who vis-
ited their house tried to court her, but she met all their 
advances in her usual lively way—in fact, she treated it 
all as a matter of fun, and she had never so far thought 
seriously enough of anybody to think them in love, or 
to wander in that direction herself. So she was doubly 
blest; for who is there of the millions of this world’s pop-
ulation who can so take the best part of this world’s gifts 
and enjoy them, and leave the unpleasant parts for oth-
ers? But such is life—we are all the victims of circum-
stances and our disposition, which has more to do with 
our joys in this troublesome world than aught else.”
The book is very well printed, and is quite interesting 
enough to while away an hour or two in a railway train. 
Of the higher qualities of art, originality, and force and 
skill in the delineation of character it is almost entirely 
destitute. With patience the writer may improve, but his 
chief recommendation at present is that he works out 
his plot fairly well without any startling improbabili-
ties; but the intellectual and moral level of his principal 
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characters is by no means high, and there is almost a 
total absence of humour in all of them.
Otago Daily Times 18 February 1882
Praise was even fainter in a newspaper from the town in 
which Southan had just recently been a publican and racing 
man:
LITERARY NOTICES.
The Two Lawyers. A novel.— By W. M. Southan. A 
colonial story, colonially written, whose plot is helped 
out laboriously by the portraiture of hyper-colonial vil-
lainy, is laid before us under the above title; and one can 
hardly help regretting, even before having read more 
than two or three pages of this book, that the author 
evidently neglected to read over his copy before sending 
it to press, and thereby let pass a multitude of most un-
grammatical sins, which no amount of sensational ex-
citement could cover. An instance of the style referred 
to will suffice: “But just as he is going to his own room a 
light step creeps up behind him and, throwing her arms 
around his neck, kisses him before he knows who it is or 
where she comes from.” There is something decidedly 
original in the idea of a man being kissed by a footstep; 
and it is quite unwarrantable in the English language to 
make that noun of the feminine gender. The two princi-
pal characters, or rather personages, represented in the 
story are, as the title shows, two lawyers, the one every-
thing that is upright and honorable; the other very much 
the opposite. There is one female person represented in 
the tale who has some character, the others being mere 
dummies thrown in to help out the plot. And, touch-
ing this same plot, it is fearfully and wonderfully made. 
Complications innumerable, villainy unfathomable, 
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robbery and crime of deepest dye are its compounds. 
[A plot summary follows]. The dialogue throughout the 
story in unduly protracted and highly unnatural, and 
the only sensible remark made by the author is where 
he observes, forcibly if not elegantly, that there is a tide 
in the affairs of men which, if not taken at the flood, 
leads to the very devil — a destination which probably 
even the most charitably disposed reader would deem 
exceedingly suitable for “The Two Lawyers.”
North Otago Times 13 March 1882
By now the book had been on the market for at least a year 
and, while no sales figures are available, we know there was 
no second edition. Late in 1883 Blenheim bookseller Herman 
Elbeck was advertising that he still held copies of The Two 
Lawyers.
The Frank Slee Story
Southan’s next move would be a return to Timaru but not be-
fore he had launched his book, the dedication of which sug-
gests that it would be useful to interrupt the William Southan 
story to examine the life of the man to whom the dedication 
was made. The Two Lawyers carries this dedication:
To Frank Slee, Esq,
This work is most respectfully dedicated, by one who 
has a high appreciation of his merits, his willingness at 
all times to extend the hand of fellowship to any friend 
whom fate may have placed at the foot of fortune’s lad-
der as readily to those who have been cast in more 
pleasant places is known to everyone who has the hon-
our of his acquaintance, and it is with feelings of strong 
admiration that this dedication is penned by
The Author
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“Kind hearts are more than coronets,
And simple faith than Norman blood.”*
Slee, who had obviously played a supportive role during 
Southan’s tribulations, had been born in London in 1832 and 
attended Camberwell Collegiate School before spending three 
years in a lawyer’s office. He travelled to Lyttelton with the 
“founder” of Canterbury, John Robert Godley, on the Lady 
Nugent in 1850 and worked at first as a clerk for the Canter-
bury Association. He took cattle to Australia and helped drive 
the first mob to Nelson. He first appears in the newspapers 
in August 1852 as a witness to a legal document in a Lyttel-
ton Times advertisement but by 1855 was a shepherd in north 
Canterbury. In 1856 he became a partner with John Hart in a 
butchery with shops in Christchurch and Riccarton. The part-
nership was dissolved by mutual consent in 1858 in which 
year he married Ann Dilloway, the daughter of John Dilloway 
of The Plough Inn at Riccarton. He managed the hotel for his 
father-in-law and was Riccarton postmaster. He took part in 
jockey club races as well as showing horses at the Canterbury 
A & P Show and fancy pigeons at the horticultural show. He 
joined the Canterbury Yeomanry Cavalry, ensured the troop 
met at The Plough and was soon a cornet (a cavalry commis-
sioned rank below lieutenant, no longer used). Given his hotel 
connections, he was put in charge of the commissariat (the 
army’s provision supply). His politics were to the left and he 
supported William Pember Reeves in the 1867 election.
In 1867 he took over the Zetland Arms Hotel in Cashel 
Street and installed a shooting gallery (he had had some suc-
cess in rifle shooting with the volunteers).
Shooting Gallery.—Amongst the other attractions of 
the Anniversary, will be the opening of Mr Slee’s Shoot-
ing Gallery, at the Zetland Arms Hotel, Cashel street. 
The Gallery is twenty-five yards in length, and six feet 
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in width. The target is made of three-quarter inch iron 
plate, four feet in height, and four feet six inches in 
breadth. The target is placed in a box filled in with solid 
clay. The height of the gallery is about seven feet in the 
clear. Accommodation is to be provided for those gen-
tlemen who may prefer to try their skill at pistol shoot-
ing, instead of using the rifle.
Lyttelton Times 16 December 1867
The gallery was popular and Slee exhibited his showmanship 
in building up attendances:
JOEY GRIMALDI ON THE TIGHT ROPE.
SILVER LEVER WATCH AND CHAIN TO BE GIVEN 
AWAY. GREAT ATTRACTION. SLEE’S SHOOOT-
ING GALLERY will be RE-OPENED for the purpose of 
SHOOTING at Joey Grimaldi moving down the tight 
rope. He who hits the Clown the greatest number of 
times within a fortnight from Friday morning next, will 
receive the above watch and chain. Minimum number 
of hits—fourteen. FRANK SLEE, Proprietor.
Press 13 August 1869
The famous English clown Joseph Grimaldi had died in 1837 
but the name was a drawcard even if “Joey Grimaldi” was just 
a wooden cut-out.
Slee then expanded his empire by taking on the board-
ing house and stables at Selwyn, putting Benjamin Seale in 
as manager. Selwyn, about 40 kilometres from Christchurch, 
was then the southern terminus of the railway line:
FRANK SLEE begs to call the attention of his friends to 
the undermentioned particulars: Horses’ Livery, 4s per 
night Do do, 21s per week Corn and Hay Feeds, 1s 6d 
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Saddle and harness horses on hire Double and single 
buggies on hire Horses broken in to saddle and double 
and single harness Horses clipped or singed A first-class 
Groom in attendance, who can be thoroughly guar-
anteed in all the afore branches. Good paddocks (late 
Cook’s), well supplied with water all the year round, one 
hundred yards from the stables. Sheep yard adjoining 
the house and stables. N.B. Farmers staying in the house 
can have the use of the Shed for their horses. 
Press 2 August 1869
Slee resigned his yeomanry commission and moved to 
Selwyn late in 1869 but was facing bankruptcy. After the auc-
tioneers had disposed of his possessions at the Zetland and 
at Selwyn his creditors came away with 6s 4d in the pound. 
He moved to Timaru and in August 1870 opened an aerated 
water factory at Saltwater Creek on the southern boundary 
of the town where he was also the publican, calling his hotel 
The Sportsman’s Arms (a name revived there in the 1970s but 
the hotel was demolished in recent years). He established a 
cricket ground next to the hotel and organised highly-popular 
sports days on the site. In April 1871 he joined the craze for 
walking contests:
PEDESTRIANISM. ALFRED AUSTIN, holder of the 1 
mile, 5 mile, 6 mile, and 10 mile Champion Cups, of 
New South Wales, and the 14 mile Champion Belt, will 
make his first appearance at Timaru on Easter Monday. 
Particulars in future advertisement. FRANK SLEE.
Timaru Herald 5 April 1871
Austin was an Aborigine who has been described as a “foot-
baller, cricketer, athlete, racehorse owner, horse thief, artist, 
explorer, savant, entertainer and musician” but in Timaru was 
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injured in an accident involving Slee’s wagon and the event 
never took place, although Austin was soon able to continue 
his New Zealand tour. In Dunedin he became an athletics 
handicapper for the Caledonian Society and in 1873 he was 
impressed by young Joe Scott. He became Scott’s trainer, trav-
elling with him to England in later years when Scott became 
the world champion walker.
High Street Waimate, with Frank Slee’s Waimate Hotel to the right, a 
photo taken about 1902 when it had been rebuilt by Timothy Toomey. 
The building erected by William Southan is several blocks in the distance 
and his original premises were in Queen Street which bisects this view. 
(S19-226a High Street, Waimate, c.1906.  N. L. Thomas Bookseller postcard, 
Box-303-013, Hocken Collections, Uare Taoka o Hākena, University of Otago.)
In 1873 Slee took over the Waimate Hotel and would enjoy 
some prominence in the town. By 1875 he was an auction-
eer and became secretary of the short-lived Waiho [Waihao] 
Gold Mining Company as well as mayor of Waimate in 1887. 
He was principal shareholder in the Waimate Tribune which 
began in 1875 and in 1879 became the Waimate Times. He 
was a JP and sat on the Waimate County Council and the 
Waimate Hospital Board. For twelve years he was chairman 
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of the local licensing commission and Slee Street near the 
now-closed Empire Hotel is named after him.
Slee’s arrival in Waimate coincides with William Southan’s 
setting up in the town and, as the dedication to The Two Law-
yers indicates, the men became close friends. Their similar 
experiences (business, running pubs, bankruptcies, sport, 
aerated water factories) and colonial enterprise make it no 
wonder that Slee was a backer for Southan in his novel-writ-
ing venture. Slee later farmed near Waimate and then moved 
to Westport where he was prominent in racing affairs and the 
coal industry. He worked as an accountant and commission 
agent. He died there at the age of 68, “diabetes, dropsy, and a 
general break up of the system was the cause of death.” 
William Southan Returns to Australia
By early 1882 Southan was back in the commercial world, albe-
it with some literary work still to come. He was in Timaru again 
running an auction business in a building in Stafford Street 
south which soon closed and in 1883 the premises became the 
Salvation Army Citadel, while Southan returned to Australia.
It was not uncommon for authors, especially those who 
baulked at the cost of printing a novel in book form, to offer 
their masterpiece to a newspaper for serialisation as did Dun-
edin’s William Baldwin with his Tom Hungerford in the Tua-
peka Times. The papers paid poorly (if at all) for such material 
but at least the work got printed. Southan’s book had one last 
chance at immortality when he was back in Australia and of-
fered it as a serial to the Gippsland Times, in September, 1884. 
Given it was a Victorian paper, could there have been some 
personal contact which led to Southan’s story being used? 
Noting that Southan was from Australia “where the scene of 
the story is laid” the paper set out to tempt its readers.
The Two Lawyersxlii
“THE TWO LAWYERS.”
WE have much pleasure in informing our readers that 
we have made arrangements to publish in our columns 
a new and interesting novel, entitled “THE TWO LAW-
YERS,” by W. M. SOUTHAN. Mr SOUTHAN is a na-
tive of Australia, where the scene of the story is laid, and 
he depicts the various phases of colonial life in the early 
days with all the freshness and vividness of reality. The 
characters are well drawn, and the interest of the story 
sustained throughout. The first chapter will appear in 
our issue of Friday. 26th inst., and will continue to be 
published in our weekly Supplement.
Gippsland Times 19 September 1884
When The Two Lawyers finished the Gippsland Times was 
satisfied enough to serialise Southan’s next work. It can still be 
found in the newspaper, of course, and in the Trove website of 
digitalised newspapers. There were 75 chapters (although the 
paper got through it all in thirty weeks) and their headings 
may be a sufficient warning:
“ANASTASIA” A VICTORIAN ROMANCE OF ’70,
BY. W. M. SOUTHAN.
The proprietor of The Gippsland Times has purchased 
from the author the sole right of publishing this work 
in the colony, and the first instalment will appear in this 
journal at an early date, and will be continued as often 
as circumstances will permit.
The following is the table of CONTENTS.
Chapter 1. Mark Cincinnati. 2 A Lesson in Duplicity. 
3. Working the Oracle. 4. Sunshine and Shadow. 5. The 
Bills Mature. 6 Bourke-street, Melbourne. 7. Busy Bees. 
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Servantgalism.* 23. Detective Button Does Not Appear 
to Advantage. 24. At the Thieves’ Den. 25. A Strange 
Depositor. 26. Detective Button Appears Satisfied with 
Himself. 27. “It’s Never Too Late to Mend.” 28. Evil Fore-
bodings. 29. The Burglary. 30. Captured. 31. Dunolly 
Diggings 32. Cross Purposes. 33. The Charcoal Burner. 
34. The Charcoal Burner’s Lonely Hut. 35. Mark Takes 
Leave of the Charcoal Burner. 36. Inward Struggles. 37. 
Victoria’s Eldorado of 1870. 38. Art, High and Low. 39. A 
Life’s Picture on the Goldfield. 40. Pegging-out a Claim. 
41. Mark Floats his First Company. 42. Altered Circum-
stances. 43. On the Qui Vive. 44. Rigging the Market. 45. 
As the Moth Flutters. 46. Old Acquaintances. 47. Paying 
for the Luxury. 48. The Fourth Ace. 49. The Confeder-
ates take to Flight. 50. In which the Author apologises to 
the reader for the introduction of a character of whom 
he is by no means proud. 51. Happier Moments. 52. 
Man’s Inhumanity to Man Makes Countless Thousands 
Mourn.* 53. Love and Sorrow. 54. The Plot Begins. 55. 
The Plot Matures. 56. Fortune Favors the Plotters; the 
Arrest. 57. The Trial; Found Guilty. 58. Evil Tidings. 59. 
Suspicion Ever Haunts the Guilty Breast. 60. Pentridge 
Stockade. 61. A Gleam of Sunshine. 62. A Plan of De-
liverance. 63. Part of the Scheme. 64. The Bait Takes. 
65. Detective Fetchem Goes for Both. 66. The Darkest 
Hour Before the Dawn. 67. In which the Actors Change 
Places. 68. New Scenes. 69. Buried in the Bush. 70. After 
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Five Years. 71. Coals of Fire. 72. The Sun Goes Down. 
73. A Mother’s Legacy. 74. In which the Actors Retire. 
75. Serenity.
Gippsland Times 1 April 1885
Now that we know something of Southan’s tribulations 
with stocks and shares at Sandhurst in the early 1870s there 
could well be poignant biographical moments in this work 
(Chapter 44. Rigging the Market). Thus Southan’s only pub-
lished works, apart from his one self-published book, appear 
in only one newspaper.
By March 1886 Southan was ready to unleash Anastasia in 
a different format, as a play called Shades of Australia.
THE NEW OPERA HOUSE.
At the New Opera House on Saturday evening there 
was presented, for the first time on any stage, the drama 
“Shades of Australia,” from the pen of Mr. W. M. Sou-
than and dramatised from his novel. Yesterday evening 
the piece was repeated to a fairly large audience. The 
author is Australian, and from that fact it might to some 
extent, be naturally expected that the scenes and inci-
dents of the plot should have been drawn from antipo-
dean experiences. Mr. J. L. Hall takes the leading role 
as one Gus Pearson, an impecunious Yankee, in which 
character those who know him behind the foot lights 
will understand that he is at home. Mr. Alfred Clint’s 
brush has specially produced the scenery; and it is due 
to him to admit that he is once more up to his recog-
nised standard. The acts are four, and the curtain rises to 
a view of Cole’s Wharf, Melbourne, which is succeeded 
by a street scene, and a village view at St. Kilda. The in-
terior of the Sandhurst Stock Exchange precedes a view 
of one Mercenary’s Hotel, with its attendant gambling 
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saloon and school of roués and sharpers. A corollary is 
the depiction of the interior of the Supreme Court; next 
exterior views of the Exchange, of a miser’s hut, and of 
the house and grounds of a presumably ruined one, 
Anastasia, which complete the scenic achievements of 
the entertainment. The plot is brisk, the situations are 
varied, and, with perhaps but one exception, they are 
not overdrawn, although it is clear that, whatever the 
author’s intentions may have been, the part-takers have 
improved upon a purely local knowledge of character, 
and that they draw their impersonations from a cosmo-
politan experience of men and of manners. Combined 
with the ludicrous is much of the pathetic and emo-
tional, and neither is rendered tedious or overdrawn. 
Woven as the piece is with a somewhat intricate thread, 
the performers succeed in not losing themselves in the 
meshes and hitches of any sort were yesterday evening 
conspicuous by their absence. The points centre upon a 
rascally swindle which has been perpetrated upon one 
Mark Cincinnati, a stock-jobber (Mr. H. N. Douglas) 
who unfortunately comes into possession of some bo-
gus scrip, and then falls into the toils of the law’s aveng-
ers, penal servitude succeeds; but, they having known 
of the wrongness of the sentence, Gus Pearson and An-
nie Bristorn (Miss E. Beaufort) go through the difficult 
task of establishing his innocence. Annie’s sister Ana-
stasia has, so she imagines, been betrayed by a man of 
the world, Sam Jarvis, who confesses, when breathing 
his last, that he and she had been lawfully made one, 
and the victimised broker, once again back from the 
cells, is free to espouse Anastasia (Miss Blanche Lewis), 
whose life’s sorrow had consisted of an impression that 
her bona-fide husband, Jarvis, had not been married to 
her. The audience received the drama with applause; 
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and, under the leadership of Herr Küster, the orchestra 
performed a number of operatic selections, in addition 
to the indispensable musical accompaniment.
Sydney Morning Herald 9 March 1886
The Bulletin review, the most scathing, appeared on the 
day the play closed after about ten performances. Had it ap-
peared a week earlier “Shades of Australia” might have folded 
after about three nights.
“The Shades of Australia” by one of the lights (and not 
an 80-candle power either) of the same continent, is 
now the business at the Sydney Opera House. It is said 
that “it was written expressly for this theatre” which 
goes to show that Mr Southan, the author, has a poor 
opinion of the Opera House. The drama has “been tak-
en from real life”  — real life in Mars or Venus, we pre-
sume, for the business is unlike anything we have seen 
in this world. That very fact constitutes the chief attrac-
tion of the piece; it makes the representation unique, 
novel, and bizarre.
We would fain surround Mr Southan’s work with a 
girdle of glorificatory gush, a halo of hyper-laudatory 
epithet and a crown of congratulatory compliment, but 
the piece is too amateurish as to plot, and too clum-
sy in the dialogue, to warrant any extravagant enco-
mium. The third scene in the first act is, perhaps, the 
funniest part of the business. Anastasia (Miss Blanche 
Lewis) is seated in a sort of drawing-room in her man-
sion. Mark, a stockbroker (Mr H. N. Douglas) enters 
and proposes apparently for about the 20th time. She 
refuses, and while the footman at her elbow is arrang-
ing the lamp on her table, unravels in the most ingenu-
ous manner imaginable some little womanly sins of her 
own in former years when she was led into a mock mar-
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riage with a heartless villain who left her after the birth 
of her child, whereupon she put the said child out to 
an amateur baby-farmer under ridiculous conditions. 
Mark then departs, and she turns down the lamp and 
leaves the room. On the table she has left a light desk, 
containing valuables, and as the room has no door, but 
merely a wide curtained entrance to a garden, her con-
duct must be regarded as careless in the extreme. Enter 
a Melbourne pickpocket, dressed in very well ventilated 
garments. He sees the plunder, but stops to take some 
nips from his flask and spout copybook platitudes of 
the “vice must ever terriumph!” order. He gives the sig-
nal to his pals by whistling at the door, and they come in 
and characterise everything as “bloomin”, but show no 
alarming disposition to burgle while there are comfort-
able sofas about on which they can sit and talk about 
prayers learnt at a mother’s knee. They are evidently 
burglars of culture, for one of them (Scotty) remarks, 
“I have a strange presentiment that something is going 
to happen, but so far have nothing to verify my suspi-
cions.” Then the question of collaring the plunder is 
discussed, and one incipient Ned Kelly insists on leav-
ing the desk because she might value it more than she 
does the loot, and while they argue this question, But-
ton, the detective, who has “just put up the job,” comes 
in and collars the blood-thirsty young miscreants and 
declares the capture will earn him another stripe, but 
Gus Pearson (J. L. Hall), a Yankee with a consuming 
desire to mind other peoples’ business and borrow £10 
notes, emerges from behind the curtains and denounc-
es, in a style which brings down the house, the treach-
erous Button, who, in the sequel, gets his stripe—25 of 
them, in fact, and a five stretch* besides. This robbery 
all through is funnier than G. H. Reid’s Exhibition can-
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tata.* If such truculent young ruffians as Mr Southan’s 
were to visit our hash foundry at Woolloomooloo* we 
wouldn’t trouble to throw things at them. We would 
just sool the cat on them. She would wipe them out in 
one round. There are many parts of the play that in-
trigued us considerably. We were, for instance, at a loss 
to understand why “Mercenary, a modern hotel keeper” 
should have been shot dead in the second act, unless it 
be that gore has a particular commercial value in colo-
nial drama; nor are we quite clear as to the raison d’etre 
of the shooting irons in the gambling scene; nor, in fact 
the necessity for the scene at all. Stray chunks of plot 
have a habit of lying around loose in the “Shades” and 
are perhaps introduced to put the ingenious auditor off 
on the wrong scent. With all its inconsistencies and in-
congruities, however, the piece is admirably received. 
The evident fact that the dialogue has been written by 
an Australian, for Australians, predisposes the general-
ity to a favourable verdict. And the scenery assists the 
piece to a very great extent: the representation of Cole’s 
Wharf, Melbourne, being so accurate that a pit-ite, who 
borrowed a match from us outside, promised to point 
out his boiler* if we would come another night.
The most interesting and consistent chapter is that in 
which James Traveller is concerned, and under Mr Bur-
ford’s treatment the character becomes an interesting, if 
somewhat gruesome study. Traveller and Sinclair (Mr 
Rodney, who shines with unwonted luminosity) put up 
a job on the guileless sharebroker, and he not being fly 
to the game, is “nipped for a five stretch;” from first to 
last this incident is worth attention.
This time we have given only scraps of the perfor-
mance, for we are naturally of a charitable disposition. 
At the fall of the curtain there were loud calls for the au-
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thor, but he did not appear. It was modesty (or absence) 
that kept him away. Discretion had nothing whatever to 
do with his non-appearance.
The Bulletin 13 March 1886
In 1889 came Southan’s last literary fling which resulted in 
a drawn-out court case. Papers described Southan as “a clerk, 
ginger beer maker, dramatic author, and a number of other 
things” and he became something of a figure of fun as the 
evidence was examined. The hearing is best summarised in a 
report from a Melbourne magazine.
Theatrical Case.
An amusing theatrical case came before the District 
Court, Sydney, last Monday, in which Mr William Sou-
than, a journalist, sued Mr Frank Gardiner, the husband 
of Miss Carrie Swain, for £200 [$40,000], the payment 
of a play written for the lady. From the evidence it tran-
spired that the plaintiff witnessed a performance of The 
Tomboy at the Criterion Theatre (Sydney) last May, 
and expressed his ability to write something better. It 
was agreed he should write a play after the style of The 
Miner’s Daughter,* and shortly afterwards submitted 
rough sketches of two dramas. Mr. Gardiner promised 
that Southan should not be underpaid. During the case, 
Mr. George Rignold was called upon to give evidence, 
and said he thought the Idol of Roaring Camp by Mr 
Southan compared favourably with The Miner’s Daugh-
ter. It was common to pay a well-known writer for a 
play before it was even commenced, but he had never 
known a manager agree to pay an untried author for an 
unwritten play. Another witness, Mr Dion Boucicault, 
declared the Idol of Roaring Camp to be unplayable, 
and not suited to any style of acting, Mr H. H. Vincent 
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created roars of laughter when he described the action 
of the piece. One of the scenes being where a para-
lysed old man is left in the snow to look after himself, 
while his guardian (the Idol of Roaring Camp) goes to 
gather wild flowers. Another scene required the para-
lysed old man to climb through the roof of the house. 
In the cross-examination of Mr Southan, he admitted 
his connection with a ginger-beer factory, that he had 
been using a hop-bitters label belonging to another 
manufacturer, and that he had informed on someone 
else and received £20 for doing so. Arthur Davis, a book 
maker’s clerk, was called as a witness on the plaintiff ’s 
side, but his opinion about the value of the play was not 
taken. Mr. Frank Gardiner, the defendant, contradict-
ed Southan’s statements. He declared that the plaintiff 
was bothering him about a play, and that he (Gardiner) 
had said he would be only too glad to get a good play 
for Miss Swain, and if accepted would pay a handsome 
royalty for it, but the Idol of Roaring Camp was thor-
oughly unsuitable, Miss Carrie Swain’s evidence was 
to the same effect. It had been insinuated that the Idol 
of Roaring Camp had been produced in Melbourne as 
Jack and I, but this was denied, Mr V. J. Wilson (late of 
Wilson and Majeroni*) gave evidence that he had pro-
duced Southan’s play the Shades of Australia which was 
a disastrous speculation. The manuscripts of the Idol of 
Roaring Camp, The Miner’s Daughter, Jack and I, and 
the Shades of Australia were put in for evidence, and 
the judge pathetically asked if he was expected to get 
through all these plays. Judgement is reserved until His 
Honor makes himself acquainted with the manuscripts 
handed over.
Table Talk 22 February 1889
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Southan lost the case and probably his desire to be a dram-
atist as well. But it was just a blip in the amazing career of 
Carrie Swain who, with “husband” Frank Gardiner, made a 
fortune on the stage in Australia and New Zealand. Gardiner 
was bankrupted by dodgy financial schemes and slow horses 
and the couple parted.
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William Southan the Pickle Man
And so ended William Southan’s writing career. Life became 
more placid and he even won his next court case when he was 
adjudged blameless after being sued over an attack made by 
his dog “of a fierce and mischievous nature” on a boy who had 
trespassed on Southan’s property in May 1899.
During his part-time writing days Southan had established 
a business which would keep him and his family in relative 
comfort. He set up a cordial factory in Redfern, Sydney, in 
1885 and by 1890 he had a pickle and condiment factory in 
Lachlan St, Waterloo. He turned from literature to politics 
and during the 1890s he was an active promoter of Australian 
federation.
He died in his fifties after a long illness in 1904.
SOUTHAN. In ever loving memory of my dear beloved 
husband and our dear father, William Morgan Southan, 
who died March 7, 1904.
We saw him fading day by day,
We watched him fade away,
We nursed him with the tenderest care,
But could not make him stay.
Inserted by his ever loving wife and children.
The Sydney Morning Herald 7 March 1904
His employees (“pickle girls and stout lads” his situations 
vacant ads stipulated) also inserted a sympathy notice as “a 
tribute of respect to the memory of our late employer.” His 
assets, factory (“so successfully managed for many years” said 
the agent) and house, valued at £2,181 [$390,000] were sold 
off. Martha Southan retained control of the company and in 
1904 she registered the firm’s label design: an oblong label 
with a broad border. About the centre of the label is a disc 
supported on either side by a flag and superimposed by scroll 
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work, and a scroll containing the word “Condiments” with 
the word “Celebrated” above said scroll. Springing from be-
hind said disc are representations of rays of light. At the top of 
the label is another scroll containing the words “SOUTHAN 
& CO’s” and immediately beneath said scroll are the word and 
letters “Sydney, N.S.W.” Towards the lower part of the label 
is a fancy-shaped tablet bearing descriptive matter and the 
name W. M. Southan & Co., whilst beneath this tablet, and at 
the bottom of the label, is a space reserved for the name of the 
article, to be applied to pickles and sauces.
The company was not wound up until 1924 and the South-
an name appeared on sauce bottles as late as the 1940s. Mar-
tha died in 1936. Today, a bottle with the Southan label might 
fetch up to $50 from an antique bottle dealer while a copy of 
The Two Lawyers might struggle to fetch $70.
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Another 1880s Novelist—John Barr 
The story of John Barr is included here, not only because 
it has not yet been told extensively elsewhere, but because 
it tells of another southern writer in colonial New Zealand 
who, while penning better material than William Southan, re-
flected something of Southan’s experiences, albeit a few years 
later. In Barr’s case, J. R. Wilkie actually published his work 
rather than just printing it. In the late 1880s Wilkie produced 
a clutch of best sellers and none was more popular than those 
by Dunedin author Gilbert Rock.
Gilbert Rock was actually Dunedin lawyer John Alexander 
Barr who, even as his literary success was at its peak, was fac-
ing disaster. To avoid confusion with Otago’s pre-eminent ear-
ly poet, John Barr who died in 1889, the lawyer always referred 
to himself as “J. A. Barr.” His grandfather, John Barr, a 38-year-
old Glasgow weaver, arrived with his family on the Philip Laing 
in April 1848 and settled at Little Paisley, now the site of the 
Southern Cemetery. (Many years later, the original John’s son 
William bought a family plot in the cemetery on the very site 
on which the original Barr cottage had stood.) John worked 
as a gaoler and poundkeeper while he and his wife Elizabeth 
raised their six children. He soon took up land in Kaikorai Val-
ley (Barr St marks the spot) and represented Kaikorai on the 
Otago Provincial Council. William took over the farm in due 
course and raised his own family. One of his sons was John A. 
Barr, born in 1855 and destined to be the lawyer/novelist. He 
worked in the law office of Basil Sievwright and Robert Stout 
(from whom he may have picked up his Liberal political out-
look) and in 1876 he took top prize in the junior law class at the 
University of Otago. He was admitted to the bar in June 1878 
and set up his own practice. In 1880 he married into Dunedin’s 
Jewish community, his bride being Esther Davies. Barr’s law 
office was in Steinhoff ’s Building (later the CML Building) on 
the High St/Princes St corner and the family lived in London 
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St where in May 1881 a man hanged himself outside Barr’s 
house. Barr may have been advising the man over marital dif-
ficulties. The family soon moved to Belleknowes.
Barr did very little court work but was kept busy dealing 
with property matters and therein lay his downfall. In fact, a 
survey of his activities during the 1880s suggests a man who 
tried to do too much and who ultimately allowed his business 
matters to become confused and overwhelm him. To raising a 
family and running a legal practice he added a massive load. 
In 1883 he joined a group in support of the nationalisation 
of land and took part in the mock debates of the Dunedin 
Parliamentary Union. Being a leading light in Dunedin Ath-
enaeum affairs involved monthly meetings as did sitting on 
the committee of Arthur St School. He even took part in ama-
teur theatricals, playing Cassio in Othello to earn a favourable 
critique, “Mr J. A. Barr’s Cassio was popular, for if he used 
rather high colouring in the drunken scene that is fault easily 
forgiven by most of the audience. He wore red breeches, blue 
and red coat and cloak braided with gold, Venetian hat with 
white ostrich plumes.” He was a shareholder of the Westport 
Coal Company and was a provisional director of Sew Hoys 
Big Beach Dredging Co. Both companies were highly success-
ful. In the 1879 general election, at the age of 24, he had stood 
for Roslyn but the Otago Daily Times had some advice: “The 
juvenile aspirant, Mr Barr, is the favourite with a small sec-
tion of the electors, on the ground that he is the son of an old 
and well-known Otago resident, but in Mr Barr’s own interest 
we think we may safely recommend him not to commence 
his political career too young. Mr Barr has his legal spurs to 
win yet, and would, we believe, be much better employed in 
quietly gaining a more intimate acquaintance with the details 
of his profession than in the heated atmosphere of politics.” 
The Evening Star was not a Liberal Party supporter and had 
little good to say of Barr: “The youthful scion of the house 
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of Barr, true to the family traditions, stands in the interests 
of the old Provincial clique, and has received his baptism of 
politics at the hands of the venerable High Priest of the Stable 
Yard Association. This ambitious, but over-sanguine youth is, 
in fact, running the Grey ticket.” In the event, Barr performed 
reasonably well, going down to merchant Henry Driver by 
355 votes to 553. In 1887 it was rumoured that Barr might 
stand again for Roslyn but he kept well out of it. He was briefly 
on the Dunedin City Council for the High Ward after a by-
election in January 1885 and thanked his supporters, hoping 
they would return him when the main election was held in 
September. In his election speeches then he told voters, “The 
duties of a city councillor occupied a great deal of time, and 
he had devoted much attention to them; therefore he thought 
the experience he had gained would enable him to be of use 
to the ratepayers. He might say that in the course of carry-
ing out his duties he had been instrumental in cutting down 
the expenses of the city, and that would be his chief care in 
the future.” He lost by 269 votes to the 822 gained by William 
Dawson, a partner in Speight’s brewery who would later be-
come mayor and a Member of Parliament. Barr commented, 
with some justification probably, that “the time that he would 
have devoted to the ratepayers’ interests could be employed 
much better in his own.” However, in pursuing his own inter-
est John Barr was sowing the seeds of his own downfall. In 
December 1888 he had entered into a partnership, as local 
agent, with successful financier, Austrian-born Jacob Show-
man of Ballarat to buy the Provincial Hotel and the Princess 
Theatre with the idea of “erecting a first class building on the 
site and making substantial alterations to the theatre.”
The outcome of this and other business deals would be 
made public in the courts within a couple of years but while 
juggling with thousands of pounds of other peoples’ money 
J. A. Barr was writing novels that made some money for the 
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book sellers. Barr wrote two novels under the name Gilbert 
Rock and both sold well, in spite of hostility and ridicule from 
some of the higher-minded critics. He possibly wrote a third 
novel, Mihawhenua, which remains well-regarded. He dab-
bled in play writing with a five act drama which he turned into 
a novel Colonists: A Tale of Australia published by Wilkie early 
in 1888 to join the many “shilling dreadfuls” being churned 
out world-wide. It was a goldfields story which was regarded 
as inferior to Vincent Pyke’s efforts but the Evening Star not-
ed, “The story is coherently thought out, the plot has more 
than a suggestion of originality, and there is an abundance 
of incident, there being enough material within the bound-
ary of its 150 pages to provide the foundation for a five-act 
play.” Some of the dialogue was mawkish and laboured but the 
tale attracted readers keen to see Antipodean settings in their 
reading. At the very same time, in a move widely regarded 
as a publicity gimmick, “Gilbert Rock” petitioned Parliament 
to “impose a protective tax upon all printed books import-
ed into New Zealand, and grant to him such protection and 
other relief as to them shall seem meet.” He garnered more 
publicity by sending free copies to hospitals. The Evening Post 
called the petition, “The greatest absurdity in the way of Pro-
tection we have heard of yet,” and it was, of course, thrown 
out, but the publicity did sales of Colonists no harm. Vincent 
Pyke, who had been asked to present the petition, was not 
happy to have been taken in. The Grey River Argus pulled no 
punches: “The whole thing looks very much like a joke at the 
expense of the Protectionists; for having glanced at a copy of 
Mr Rock’s book we pronounce it to be the veriest rubbish. 
Although the price is only a shilling, it would be dear at any 
price.” The Otago Daily Times was kinder, but wondered if the 
humour of his Mrs Malaprop-type Irishwoman might be a bit 
laboured. To a suitor for her daughter’s hand who asks, “And I 
have your consent to paying my addresses to her?” she replies, 
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“Payin’ for dresses for her? No, indeed, we can afford to give 
our daughter clothes.” But Gilbert Rock’s name was well and 
truly before the public and the first edition sold out in three 
days. Two more editions were run off, making a total of 5,000 
copies. Australian sales would be equally strong and soon the 
total was 8,000. “The numerous incidents are exceedingly dra-
matic,” was the comment of the Bendigo Independent. 
Barr continued to work the publicity machine and wrote 
the words for “Heel and Toe” a dance piece written by Dun-
edin musician and money lender Henry Benjamin (the father 
of New Zealand’s first female lawyer Ethel Benjamin) to capi-
talise on the ice skating craze sweeping the country. By July 
rumours about the real identity of Gilbert Rock were rife. 
Charles Umbers of the telegraph office and later postmaster 
at Moray Place was suggested, perhaps because of his reputa-
tion as a poet, but it was the Dunedin correspondent of the 
Cromwell Argus who broke the big story in June with a telling 
commentary on book marketing:
Mr “Gilbert Rock” is assumed to be a nom de plume. 
In fact, the author is believed to be Mr J. A. Barr, a so-
licitor. There is one thing Mr Barr and his friends know 
how to do, and that is how to advertise cheaply. To the 
innumerable little notices which they contrived to get 
inserted may be put down the success of the book— if a 
success it has been. It is always a good thing to get up a 
little correspondence about anything you want noticed, 
and if you have a few friends the thing is quite easily 
done. To petition Parliament to put a tax on books in 
order to allow the local author to compete with foreign 
ones, and to suggest that Sir Robert Stout has utilised 
his leisure time in writing your novel, is, to say the least, 
audacious. People smile, but then they talk about the 
book, and that is everything. The success of this book 
has revealed to ambitious would-be authors the fact 
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that there actually is a local market. Printers may there-
fore expect a busy time of it. 
Cromwell Argus 5 June 1888
Greater success was promised when Wilkie reported in 
October that London publishers J. & R. Maxwell (Spencer 
Brackett) and Ward, Lock & Co. had offered to publish The 
Colonists and Maxwell’s offer to print 50,000 for a substantial 
royalty to Gilbert Rock had been accepted. John Maxwell was 
the husband of best-selling author Mary Elizabeth Braddon 
and his firm published a stream of sensational fiction. The 
Clutha Leader offered some advice: “It is to be hoped the au-
thor will benefit by the criticisms to which the work was sub-
jected here, and tone down some of its exaggerations before 
publishing in London.” Sadly, Gilbert Rock’s book seems not 
to have actually made Maxwell’s list. Royalties on 50,000 cop-
ies of a one shilling book may have made a great difference 
to the tale of John Barr. Even one penny a book would have 
brought him the equivalent of about $40,000.
In September 1889 Gilbert Rock’s next novel was in the 
bookstores. By Passion Driven, a Story of a Wasted Life is a 
classic Victorian melodrama with love, jealousy, attempted 
murder and suicide set in Dunedin and thus making an ap-
pealing mixture for many readers, if not for the critics. The 
author’s decision not to attempt humour was generally wel-
comed. Like The Colonists it sold well and the boys selling it 
in the streets were making from 8 to 12 shillings [$80] a day. 
Such street vending seems not to have upset the regular book 
sellers who were probably happy with the number being sold 
in their shops. It was reported that Barr’s success was encour-
aging other local writers to send manuscripts to Willkie’s and 
at least one was said to be about to be published.
Few writers seemed to be attempting humour, a genre al-
most ignored in nineteenth-century New Zealand publishing, 
apart from some columnists in the less inhibited newspapers. 
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The cover of By Passion Driven, a Story of a Wasted Life. One re-
viewer commented, “It is exceedingly well printed, and the cover is or-
namented with an excellently drawn and printed coast scene, sugges-
tive of  (if not intended to represent) the Ocean Beach and White Island.” 
(Photograph courtesy of Robert McNab Collection, Dunedin Public Libraries.)
By Passion Driven, a Story of a Wasted Life did inspire one 
reader to supply some enjoyable nonsense to the Otago Girls’ 
High School Magazine. It confirmed that outlandish plots were 
still being constructed by authors like Gilbert Rock and that, 
thankfully, some readers could make fun of them. The piece 
was reprinted in the Evening Star under the heading “A NEW 
NOVELIST TO THE FORE”:
THE APOLOGY. I feel that I owe some apology to the 
readers of the ‘Otago Girls’ for presenting them with 
the following somewhat sensational little tale. I there-
fore beg to explain that one evening when “sitting in my 
house, late, lone,”* like Robert Browning, I read a, I don’t 
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know exactly what to call it—a something by one Gil-
bert Rock. The style enchanted me; so simple, so naive, 
so touchingly different from the style of all other writ-
ers. On learning from my relations that the book pays 
excellently, I at once resolved to write one on the same 
principles. The following is a little preliminary attempt, 
which I venture to dedicate to our girls. (N.B.—The in-
cidents mentioned never occurred, so far as I know.) 
THE TALE. “Ah! good morning, girls! I’m in luck’s way 
to meet you at this time.” The speaker was James Hack-
ett, and the girls Susan, Jane, and Sarah Wilson. “I’m 
going to rob the National Bank tonight,” added James. 
“We thought first of the Colonial, but they have more 
bullion in the National.”* James then hailed a passing 
tram, and the girls crossed the street to look in at a con-
fectioner’s shop. The love of sweets is at all ages a temp-
tation to whoever gives way to it. Especially should the 
sensitive and thoughtful mind of woman avoid it. The 
matter will not be as it should be until all confection-
ers are obliged to keep their shutters closed, even in the 
daytime. As the sisters reached the kerbstone, Susan 
picked up a purse containing three thousand pounds 
and a letter giving a clue to the Phoenix Park murders.* 
The girls at once decided to keep the money and ex-
pend three pounds daily on confectionery. Jane then 
entered a chemist’s shop and bought a box of Rough on 
Rats,* with which she liberally smeared some chocolate 
creams. She offered them to Susan, who ate several and 
at once dropped down dead.
This was the effect of an inordinate passion for light 
literature. Jane was a gentle and amiable girl, but, hav-
ing read a novel called ‘By Passion Driven,’ she at once 
determined to make use of this stratagem for securing a 
larger share of the sweets. We thus see that these things 
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ought not to be so. At the inquest held on the unfor-
tunate Susan, the jury brought in a verdict of “Found 
drowned.” The foreman explained that the jury did not 
think the girl was drowned, but liked the effect of the 
rhyming syllables. A love for rhyming syllables has of-
ten led many astray from truth. Nor will this be done 
away with until something is done about it somehow. 
Next day James called on Mrs Wilson, and told the girls 
that the bank robbery had been an unparalleled success. 
He had made a large sum by it, but had been obliged to 
commit five murders, while his comrade had only been 
guilty of three. At this moment an earthquake shook 
the house, which fell with a crash, burying Mrs Wilson 
and Sarah in its ruins. James, who had been engaged to 
Sarah, at once asked Jane to marry him. She promised 
to do so, but next day fell in love with James’s cousin, 
William Roberts. On Sunday she and James went to St. 
Clair, where she pushed him over a cliff, which led to 
his death. It is evident that, though St. Clair is beautiful, 
it is a dangerous locality. Men have ever been given to 
fondness for dangerous 1ocalities, so that unless some-
thing is done, something else even may happen. Jane 
then borrowed a pistol, and while aiming at a cat acci-
dentally shot herself. The cat escaped unhurt.
Evening Star 15 December 1888
By January 1890 J Wilkie and Co. had enjoyed so much 
success with recent novels they lined them up at their display 
at the New Zealand and South Seas Exhibition. On view were 
Mark Anderson by William Langton, He Who Digged a Pit, 
The Colonists, By Passion Driven, Mihawhenua, and Shavings 
and Scrapes by Jules Joubert. Joubert was a Frenchman who 
came to the Bay of Islands in 1840 and who later organised 
exhibitions, including the one in Dunedin in 1889–1890.
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Mihawhenua was “edited by R. H. Chapman” but there is 
a strong case for believing J. A. Barr was the sole author. The 
full title is Mihawhenua: the Adventures of a Party of Tourists 
Amongst a Tribe of Maoris Discovered in Western Otago, New 
Zealand. Recorded By R. W. Brock, MA, LLB. Edited By R. H. 
Chapman. (Being a Manuscript Addressed to the Editor, Found 
Attached to a Maori Kite on Mount Alta). The story tells of the 
adventures of a party of tourists, who, starting from Dunedin 
as explorers, travelled westwards and became prisoners of a 
strange tribe of Maori. On its release some papers complained 
that they had been sent a letter suggesting they publish the 
background to the discovery of the manuscript to give the im-
pression the book would be telling a true story. This publicity 
ploy has the marks of J. A. Barr. J. Wilkie and Co. denied any 
responsibility. This may have been the same letter which was 
sent to Sir George Grey from “the author of Mihawhenua with 
a return address but an indecipherable signature” and which 
was mentioned in an 1894 report from London where Grey 
was then living. Some have noted the similarity of the names 
Rock and Brock, a point mentioned in a handwritten note in 
the flyleaf of the book used by the New Zealand Electronic 
Text Collection.
In spite of Wilkie’s trumpeting of high sales figures, it seems 
Barr’s books were not making him a fortune. In June 1890 
one of Christchurch’s foremost booksellers Joseph Williams 
of Simpson and Williams said to a reporter, “I will show you 
three of the books which Mr Rock has himself brought out. We 
have given them a very fair chance, and sell them at a shilling 
each. Of the first The Colonists we have sold fifty copies at the 
most, and of each of the other two I don’t think we have sold 
a couple of dozen copies” (Williams’ total of three Rock books 
supports the idea that Mihawhenua was known to be by Rock).
The release of Mihawhenua coincided with the first public 
signs of J.  A. Barr’s financial problems. He tried to interest 
the Dunedin City Council in buying “any area from 10 to 60 
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acres” of his late father’s Kaikorai Valley property “suitable for 
the purposes of a cemetery.”
Early in November 1889 his plight became public:
There will be a special sitting of the Bankruptcy Court 
this morning before Mr Registrar Gordon, when appli-
cation will be made on a creditor’s petition to have J. A. 
Barr of Dunedin, solicitor, adjudged a bankrupt. Mr Barr 
has been absent from Dunedin for several days past.
Otago Daily Times 7 November 1889
Barr’s absence led to a report on the sitting which noted. 
“The debtor, who has done the Pacific Slope, was adjudicated 
a bankrupt. His peculations in respect to trust funds are re-
ported to be considerable.” (The fascinating phrase “done the 
Pacific Slope” is discussed below, p. lxx). Barr’s disappearance 
added spice to the bankruptcy hearings at which a procession 
of claimants rued their dealings with the lawyer/author. One 
of the best summaries of the affair came from the Dunedin 
correspondent of the Leader, Melbourne:
The defalcations and flight of a barrister and solicitor of 
the Supreme Court of New Zealand form the most re-
cent topic of conversation and surprise. The delinquent 
is John Alexander Barr, of Dunedin whose relatives are 
amongst the earliest settlers of Otago. With the profes-
sion of lawyer he combined that of a literateur, and un-
der the nom de plume of Gilbert Rock wrote two novel-
ettes of the genre sensational, entitled Colonists and By 
Passion Driven. Reared up with the settlement, he had 
of course a large circle of acquaintances, and although 
he was never considered a very shining light amongst 
the local wigs and gowns, his numerous family connec-
tions ensured him a tolerably large amount of business 
more especially in respect to conveyancing and the in-
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vestment of trust funds. These, as it has turned out, he 
speculated with on his own account, and as his ventures 
with other people’s money invariably resulted in failure, 
he at last got into deep water and preferred flight to fac-
ing the victims of his dishonesty. To one very pressing 
creditor he imparted the information that he would 
take a run into the country for a few days and settle 
the demand on his return. Of course he never intended 
coming back, but he got a good start before suspicions 
were aroused, and cleared out for Guam or some other 
place equally unknown to his sorrowing creditors. His 
liabilities amount to the modest little sum of £10,000 
[$2 million], and what property he had is so mortgaged 
and tied up that the creditors are only likely to get a 
small dividend, or perhaps nothing at all. His affairs are 
so complicated that very searching investigation will re-
quire to be made before the true position of matters is 
realised. One thing only is certain— namely, that Barr 
has committed several offences against the criminal law, 
and he has not only taken outsiders in, but members of 
his own family have been victimised in the most heart-
less manner. Amongst them is a poor old aunt who en-
trusted him with all her savings (£1200) for investment, 
and several of his clients have been left without a shil-
ling in the world. At a meeting of his creditors the as-
signee was instructed to take steps to bring the defaulter 
back to Dunedin. With a kindness and generosity that 
did them credit under the circumstances, the creditors 
agreed to allow Mrs. Barr £100 worth of furniture, on 
the ground that, notwithstanding they had themselves 
been swindled by the runaway, there was no reason why 
the innocent should suffer with the guilty. Mrs. Barr 
and her children are of course thrown helplessly upon 
the bounty of their friends.
Leader 30 November 1889
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At the court hearing a letter of 30 October 1889 was pro-
duced in which Barr had broken the bad news to one of his 
clients:
Dear Mr Stoddart,
This is to break to you the dreadful news that the money 
you entrusted to me for investment is only part of it se-
cured. Donald Douglas’ and James Fletcher’s mortgages 
have been paid off, and the money lost by me in specu-
lations. Merry’s is in a worse position, the security for it 
only being a second mortgage, and the first mortgagee 
is threatening to sell. I have cleared out, so that any oth-
er creditor cannot take everything, and when I am away 
all may combine and perhaps realise my estate to suf-
ficient advantage to pay everybody. If this is not done, 
I shall not rest till I have made good the deficiency; but 
I can do nothing by remaining and facing the matter 
out, as several creditors have determined to press me to 
the bitter end, and I am only able to get away now with-
out more than enough to keep me from starvation for a 
month or so. You see I am not taking any of the money 
with me, and have to leave my poor wife and children to 
the bounty of friends until I can do something for them. 
You can rest assured I shall not leave anything undone 
to get the money you may lose paid back.
Yours in contrition,
John A. Barr.
Sir Robert Stout advised the creditors not to take any illegal 
actions in their determination to bring Barr back to face the 
music, but the culprit’s whereabouts was unknown. Feelings 
ran high when lawyer John Fraser said he represented a man 
over 70 years of age who had lost every penny he had in the 
world. Salvaging something from what Barr left behind was 
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in the hands of auctioneer James Park. Barr’s office contents 
had been seized for rent and the furniture and books in his 
house had a value of about £410. The list of the items Park put 
up for auction tells us much about the lifestyle of a Dunedin 
professional man.
Superior pianoforte by Frad, handsome walnut chiffo-
nier (glass doors), walnut centre table, marble-top cen-
tre table, fancy occasional drawing room chairs, supe-
rior drawing room Brussels carpet, large crystal flower 
epergne, very costly oak hall clock, oak hall table with 
mirror, oak extending dining table, office writing-desk 
in cedar, large and valuable sideboard with mirror back, 
extending dining table with extra leaves, dining room 
suite in leather, dining room Brussels carpet, black-
and-gold overmantels, curtains and poles, oil paintings 
and water-colors, crystal, china, and earthenware, supe-
rior dinner service, massive marble clocks, ornaments, 
plaques, vases, bronzes, set of dish covers, electro-plat-
ed ware, duchesse dressing table and washstand, dou-
ble iron bedstead with electro-plated mounting, single 
bedstead and bedding, oilcloth, mats, kitchen furniture, 
patent mangle, garden roller, carpenter’s tools, pony 
phaeton, harness, etc. A very valuable collection of 
books, comprising— The works of Macaulay, Thacker-
ay, Bain, Smollett, Emerson, Professor Wilson, Dickens, 
Sheridan, Spencer, Scott, Carlyle, Lord Lytton, Byron, 
Hugh Miller, De Quincey, Chambers’ Cyclopaedia, Im-
perial Lexicon, Book of Days, Lardner’s Cabinet Cyclo-
paedia (93 vols), Family Classical Library, Foreign Clas-
sics for English readers, Dr Oliver’s Masonic Works. 
Also, a cabinet containing over 1,000 coins, medals, and 
moulds; Rings of France, eminent men, personages and 
events of the French Revolution.
Evening Star 13 November 1889
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Early in December Barr’s residence in Belleknowes was for 
rent and by February 1890 his interest in a number of city 
and suburban properties was for sale. Barr disappears off the 
radar until July 1892 when the Evening Star London corre-
spondent reported, “Mr J. A. Barr, erstwhile of Dunedin, has 
taken up his residence in Kensington, London,” and before 
long the correspondent was writing, “I have lately received 
several pressing Inquiries as to the whereabouts in London of 
Mr J. A. Barr, of Dunedin: but that gentleman, like ‘Brer Rab-
bit,’ seems to be ‘lying low’ just at present.* As the inquiries 
have been made ‘on behalf of friends in Dunedin,’ I am led to 
suppose that Mr Barr has most excellent reasons for ‘keeping 
himself to himself.’ His privacy will probably not be disturbed 
yet awhile, for neither his address nor anything else concern-
ing him is known at the usual centres of information.” In July 
1907 came news of Barr’s death in Lansdowne Road, Holland 
Park, London, at the age of 51 and his wife Esther died there in 
1910. Then, as now, this was one of London’s most expensive 
and aristocratic areas. The couple’s daughter, Irene, opened a 
tea rooms in fashionable Regent St in 1909 and was active in 
the group of upper-echelon New Zealand women who raised 
funds during World War One. In 1915 she married Herbert L. 
Benjamin, of Grosvenor Mansions, Oxford Street, confirming 
that her father’s scandal of 16 years earlier had not precluded 
her from mixing with the quality.
During his literary phase J.  A. Barr had been a frequent 
contributor to the poetry columns of the Evening Star and one 
effort from 1888 adds a poignancy to his story:
DESPAIR.
Oh! give me back my wasted youth,
Restore each faded joy;
Give back the simple, honest truth
I knew while yet a boy.
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Give back the friends of long ago,
Restore the distant years;
Give back the hope I used to know,
Dispel these falling tears.
Give back each chance of honor’s goal,
Now faded from my view;
Give comfort to my thirsting soul:
My drooping heart renew.
How vain is every sad regret
How useless are these tears;
I can but hope the future yet
Will wipe out wasted years.
Gilbert Rock. Dunedin, May 1, 1888
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A Sideways Excursion to the Pacific Slope
In recent times those researching the story of J. A. Barr have 
been bemused by the 1889 report that “the debtor has done 
the Pacific Slope.” These days “Pacific slope” is rarely used in 
the sense of “fleeing from responsibilities,” but from about 
the 1840s until the early years of the twentieth century it was 
a common phrase. Of course, from the time of exploration 
of America’s west coast it was simply a geographic term de-
noting the land falling to the Pacific from the inland moun-
tains but as California became an option for those wanting to 
get well away from marital or financial problems the “sneak 
away” flavour of the phrase “slope off ” made “doing a Pacific 
slope” a lively way to describe “doing a bunk” or “levanting.” 
In earlier times the Levant (the region on the eastern coast 
of the Mediterranean Sea) was seen as suitably remote and a 
faraway place to which debtors could safely abscond, just as 
was California in the 1800s.
In New Zealand the Pacific slope featured in newspaper 
“fillers” (jokes and riddles used to fill out a column) and one of 
them from 1876 suggests that the phrase first appeared in the 
eastern states where California was as remote and free from 
the law as you could wish to be: “‘I’m on the pacific slope,’ as 
the Yankee said when he ran away from a row.” In the same 
year came another filler, “A couple who had made arrange-
ments to elope quietly to California, said they were going to 
try the Pacific slope.”
The phrase was used in Australia, perhaps brought to the 
Victorian goldfields by Californian gold miners in the 1850s, 
but it was 1870 before it first appeared in a New Zealand 
newspaper and, even then, it was quoting a Melbourne paper:
The “Pacific slope” is again coming into fashion, as ru-
mor has it that the proprietor of extensive mills in the 
City of Melbourne has taken his departure on a visit to 
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the Chilian paradise, Callao, without first informing his 
friends and creditors of his intention.
The Age, 15 September 1870
By now, any remote location (Callao, actually in Peru 
rather than Chile, would be seen as such) was suitable as a 
destination for someone doing the Pacific slope, as lack of 
extradition treaties was just as important as remoteness. “On 
no condition is extradition allowed in Callao,” was a saying of 
those times. In 1940 a columnist for the Auckland Star gave 
an explanation:
In the later days agile fingered Australians tried all the 
Pacific Slope from California down to the Spanish lit-
toral. Refugees with carpet bag far too well laden with 
stolen gold found a hospitable port anywhere from the 
Islands to Valparaiso. There were some who did not 
trouble to go further than Samoa or Tonga or Rarotonga. 
Brainy young men and others not so young tumbled into 
pleasant jobs and popularity in the Islands. Pretty well 
all the Pacific was out of bounds for policemen unless 
it was a case of murder. Mere transfer of cash from one 
hand to another did not call for the “snoopers” of justice. 
Two or three Aucklanders I knew found Apia beach an 
excellent place for financial recuperation, and the tropic 
freedom suited them very well for the rest of their lives.
Auckland Star 26 October 1940
The first New Zealand use of Pacific slope in the sense of 
absconding comes in 1872 in the Cromwell Argus in a filler 
which, no doubt, had meaning for local readers: 
At the peaceful midnight hour, young Slitherandoem, 
owing to the pressure of the times, levanted. He had 
quietly taken steps before steps could be taken to pre-
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vent his departure. His line of retreat is not known, but 
his manner of leaving is suggestive of the Pacific Slope. 
Cromwell Argus 16 April 1872
Throughout the 1870s Pacific slope became a common 
phrase as businesses failed and flight was the easiest way out. 
In his Early Days in Dunedin Robert Gilkison writes:
In the ’seventies and ’eighties many fraudulent debtors, 
embezzlers and rich thieves escaped from New Zea-
land before arrest, by doing what became known as the 
“Pacific Slope.” Someone discovered that the Sandwich 
Islands [Hawaii], which were then ruled by a native 
queen, had no extradition treaty with New Zealand and 
consequently rogues who were much “wanted” by the 
police in this country on reaching Honolulu could laugh 
at writs and law proceedings. “God bless the thought-
ful islands / Where never warrants came,”* they could 
sing with vigour, and in time a young colony of fugi-
tive New Zealanders gathered under the coconut groves 
on Honolulu leading the simple life of the islanders. An 
1890 treaty (and the Pacific cable) made San Francisco 
less attractive to absconders but the Evening Post noted, 
“Honolulu and Rio, however, will still continue to afford 
asylums for fugitives from justice from this colony.”
Assuming J. A. Barr left New Zealand immediately he may 
well have passed through San Francisco on his way to London 
before the treaty was operative.
In 1883 the Auckland Observer, one of the first illustrat-
ed New Zealand papers, covered an absconding story with a 
poem and picture (inevitably giving the absconder what were 
regarded as Jewish features):
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Now flashing along the wires the news comes 
speeding apace
That the horse that Alphonso has drawn has 
landed the first in the race; 
And his step it is light and elate as he reads the 
news in the street, 
While hundreds are cursing their fate and vot-
ing the race all a cheat.
But little Alphonso dreams, as he gloats on his 
thousand quid,
And is planning-his future schemes, that the 
sweep promoter has slid;
That the source of his fondest hope, with a 
well-stuffed carpet-bag,
Has done the Pacific Slope, and vamoosed 
away with the swag!
By the mid-1880s there were reports that doing the Pacific 
slope meant no more than going to Sydney as only in cases 
like murder would the law bother to pursue an offender. “Pa-
cific slope” became well established and was “frequently used 
in Auckland” according to Sidney J. Baker who compiled a 
dictionary of New Zealand slang in 1940.
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After Southan—Zealandia, the Journals and Local Writers
At the time William Southan was writing his novel, a letter 
to the editor made a plea for fewer stories about the English 
aristocracy and more from local writers on local themes. 
If by patronising ‘home industry’ you can secure local 
talent, which will bring our own everyday life and sur-
roundings before those who are rearing a new home to 
themselves in this bright land, ‘creating a love for their 
adopted country’, surely that must be a step in the right 
direction. 
Auckland Weekly News 1 March 1879
The feeling was widely-shared. Although the lean years of 
the 1880s produced only a dozen or so non-fiction books, the 
number of New Zealand novels and short stories grew appre-
ciably. While William Southan’s book had lit no bonfires of 
fiction, the decade saw others gain some success. Books of 
the 1880s included We Four, and the Stories We Told by Harry 
Lapham, White Hood and Blue Cap: A Christmas Bough with 
Two Branches by Frances Ellen Talbot and Vincent Pyke, Eve-
rything is Possible to Will, by Ellen Elizabeth Ellis, Philiberta: 
A Novel by Frances Ellen Talbot, A Chequered Career by H. 
W. Nesfield, Frank Leward: Memorials, by Charles Bamp-
ton, Mrs. Lancaster’s Rival by Eleanor C. Price, Craigielinn by 
Frances Elizabeth Renwick, A Rolling Stone, by Clara Cheese-
man, The Sunken Island, A Maori Legend: Occurring Ere the 
Time of Captain Cook by Archibald Hood, Hine-Ra, or The 
Maori Scout: A Romance of the New Zealand War by Robert P. 
Whitworth, Mihawhenua: The Adventures of a Party of Tour-
ists Amongst a Tribe of Maoris Discovered in Western Otago, 
New Zealand by R. H. Chapman/Gilbert Rock, Raromi, or, 
The Maori Chief ’s Heir by Alexander A. Fraser, A Tragedy in 
Black and White and Other Stories by N. G. Temple, The Ships 
of the Future by Edwin Fairburn, Hunted by George McCul-
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lagh Reed, By Passion Driven: A Story of a Wasted Life by Gil-
bert Rock, Anno Domini 2000; or, Woman’s Destiny by Sir Ju-
lius Vogel, Dickey Barrett: with his ancient mariners and much 
more ancient cannon! At the siege of Moturoa: Being a realistic 
story of the rough old times in New Zealand, among the turbu-
lent Maoris, and the adventurous whalers, ere settlement took 
place by Archibald Hood, Frank Melton’s Luck, Or, Off to New 
Zealand by Thomas Cottle and Ko Méri, or, A Cycle of Cathay: 
A Story of New Zealand Life by Jessie Weston.
This list is impressive but colonial writers whose aspira-
tions were more modest than novel-writing looked to maga-
zines and newspapers to see their work published.
Almost as a response to the 1879 lament of the Auckland 
Weekly News came an announcement in early 1889 which was 
welcomed by those hoping for more local stories:
We have surely now sufficient cultivated intelligence 
and sufficient population in the colony to justify an at-
tempt to establish something more distinctively literary 
than the daily or weekly newspaper. In fact, we are sure 
we have, and in our opinion the success of such an at-
tempt would depend principally upon the judgment of 
those making it. There must be within the colony many 
people of both sexes capable of expressing — some in 
prose and others in verse  — not merely crude thoughts, 
evanescent sentimentalisms, and pretentious common-
places, but real reflection, true aspiration, and original 
insight into life and character in New Zealand. To uti-
lise all this power with good effect the colony needs a 
magazine, which would encourage the talent of New 
Zealand authors and minister to the taste of New Zea-
land readers. Nothing of this kind has yet been satisfac-
torily attempted in the colony.
North Otago Times 19 April 1880
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The paper was reacting to the prospectus for Zealandia. 
The magazine had emerged from a March 1889 meeting in 
Dunedin, chaired by solicitor John White and with backing 
from printer/publisher John Wilkie which decided to estab-
lish a monthly literary magazine. Before the gathering dis-
banded more than twice the money needed to launch the pro-
ject had been promised. Only New Zealand writers were to 
be included and William Freeman would be the editor. (Free-
man’s story is told below, p. lxxxv.)
Freeman recruited a strong team of writers who supplied fac-
tual features, short stories and one novel. The novel ran a se-
rial called The Mark of Cain by Owen Graham (which may 
have been a pen name). This author had supplied a handful of 
short stories including My Friend the Foreigner and Little For-
get-me-Not to newspapers in the 1880s but seems not to have 
been published (at least under the name Owen Graham) after 
his Zealandia appearance, in spite of the generally favourable 
comments about his serial. 
“Sustains its interest” (New Zealand Herald).
“Promises well. Mr Graham is no novice, and is master of 
a lively sparkling style and of considerable power in dia-
logue.” (Southland Times).
“Is full of interest, as far as the story has gone. The scene 
of the drama or tragedy or comedy whichever the denoue-
ment may prove is to be laid near Wellington at the time 
of the Fitzherberts, the Fitzgeralds, the Holdsworths and 
of Epuni the chief of the Ngatiawa. So far as it has gone the 
story is effectively told, and with freshness of style.” 
                                                                 (The Colonist).
“Well and smoothly written, and the subject is well chosen 
and skilfully handled.” (Tuapeka Times).
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“Ingeniously constructed opening chapters will assuredly 
whet the appetite of the general reader, while the clearness 
of his style will engage the sympathy of the literary con-
noisseur.” (North Otago Times).
“Promises to be a tale of thrilling interest. The story is well 
written, and the characters excellently drawn so far. The 
instalment amply justifies the editor’s statement that care 
is exercised in selecting matter for publication.” (Lyttelton 
Times).
The only discordant note came from the paper in Milton which 
never actually read The Mark of Cain. “Upon this we pass no 
opinion, for the reason that we never read novels published 
by instalments, and if we did so no useful purpose would be 
served by reviewing the first chapter or two.” (Bruce Herald).
A dozen or so short story writers contributed to Zealandia, 
including William Pember Reeves, the editor of the Lyttelton 
Times. His contribution was, perhaps unusually, given his lat-
er historical and political writing, a piece of fiction called A 
Helpless Spectator, about which the reviewers stated: “Above 
the average” (Tablet). “A tale of a man who, for purposes of 
revenge, burns down his neighbor’s homestead, and causes 
the death of a lunatic girl immured therein. It is a somewhat 
dismal narration, but there is no denying its power to en-
chain one’s interest to the finish. In the concluding paragraph, 
by the way, Mr Reeves has been guilty of what to a devout 
Presbyterian will be considered a grave offence in misquot-
ing from the 139th Psalm. David’s words are in some way 
confused with a phrase uttered by one of the minor prophets 
[vide Holy Writ]” (Evening Star).The Dunedin reviewer was, 
no doubt, a member of the “old identity” while Reeves was a 
product of Anglican Christ’s College, Christchurch. Reeves’ 
liberal views on the land question were well-known and the 
Tuapeka Times, more friendly to the rural community, made 
this comment, “The peculiarity of the tale is that there are 
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only two characters and they are both villains. The squatter 
is a rancorous old villain and terribly mean—as no doubt the 
author regards all squatters more or less; and the other per-
son—the convicted sheep stealer—is admittedly a still greater 
villain. If this reading is intended for young New Zealanders, 
as we believe it is, it would be well to throw in one good man 
anyway. Two sinners in a short tale of this kind is too much.” 
From the New Zealand Herald came, “although it reads like a 
good many things we have read before, [it] is very interesting 
all the same” and the Southland Times wrote, “shows distinct 
dramatic power and has all the elements of a well-constructed 
tale.” Reeves’ own newspaper was suitably impressed, “Mr 
Reeves has made a very readable study of a difficult subject, 
handling it in effective style, enriched with imagination and 
pathos” (Lyttelton Times). Reeves’ short story was something 
of an orphan. He was soon publishing poetry, political mate-
rial and history and becoming more immersed in a political 
career.
Writing as “Jessica,” 22-year-old poet Jessie Mackay pro-
vided Zealandia with one short story, The Burning of Kororar-
eka. Mackay had just released her first volume of poetry The 
Spirit of the Rangatira, published by George Robertson of 
Melbourne and was in her last year teaching at the Kakahu 
Bush School, near Geraldine. Her story earned no special 
mention by the reviewers, unlike her later poetry which made 
her one of our best-regarded writers. Mrs W. Rattray was an-
other contributor. Lizzie Frost Rattray, who had spent time 
in Oamaru, was the wife of Auckland businessman William 
Rattray. She was already a well-known writer but her Under 
the Waratah in Zealandia was not commented on by the crit-
ics. She was born in Dunedin in 1854 the daughter of John 
Fenton, a wealthy MA graduate of Cambridge, who had ar-
rived in Otago in 1852 as the district’s first Anglican clergy-
man. His selection of the Octagon as the site for a church was 
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met with a comment from a vestryman, “You have chosen un-
wisely, it is too much out of the town.” The family returned to 
England in 1863 and remained there until 1881 apart from a 
period in France. Lizzie was educated in England and France 
and on the family’s return to New Zealand she went to Auck-
land to run the Young Women’s Institute, a forerunner of the 
YWCA. She married William Rattray in 1883 and moved in 
society circles, exhibiting paintings at the art society and tak-
ing part in church activities. She became a regular contributor 
to The Family Friend, a magazine published by the Auckland 
Star which ran from 1888 to 1891 and described itself as “the 
largest literary weekly south of the Equator.” She had her sto-
ries used by the Waikato Times (for which her husband was 
the Auckland agent and in which he advertised heavily) and 
during 1889 that paper serialised her only novel, Bristondell 
which has both Auckland and Dunedin episodes. Apart from 
a two-part story for the Waikato Times in 1891, Lizzie Rat-
tray’s fiction writing seems to have ended and the reason is 
not hard to find. She became a leader of the women’s fran-
chise movement in Auckland and spent much time helping 
her husband who was closely involved with developing the 
St John’s ambulance service. She was the New Zealand corre-
spondent for the London journal The Gentlewoman and was 
social editor for the New Zealand Graphic. She died in 1931 at 
the age of 77.
Fabian Bell wrote two Zealandia stories, A Christmas 
Flood (included in the collection of colonial writing called 
Duel on the Creek compiled by Ray Hargreaves and Peter 
Holland in 1995) and The Man with Two Wives. Only one 
reviewer commented on her Zealandia work. A Christmas 
Flood was “a sensational story well told” according to the 
New Zealand Tablet. She also wrote the page for young girls 
in each Zealandia. The author’s real name was Frances E. 
Cotton (maiden name Barbury). She was described in one 
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review as “an old Akaroa resident” but by the 1870s was in 
Dunedin. She began writing stories for the Otago Witness in 
1877 the year before she married Henry Cotton at the age of 
38. In 1883 she became the principal of the St John’s (Roslyn) 
Ladies’ College attached to St John’s Anglican Church which 
aimed “to provide a thorough modern education, based 
upon sound religious principles.” There were 17 pupils, five 
of whom boarded at the parsonage. Frances Cotton was at 
the school until 1896 and in 1892 took the Otago Education 
Board to task for allowing the type of “secondary education 
which was being given in the district public schools in her 
neighbourhood, where the head masters and their assistants 
were teaching Latin and other subjects outside the require-
ments of the Education Act to boys as low as the Fourth 
Standard.” The Board replied that it could not interfere in the 
matter. Mrs Cotton then spent five years as an art teacher 
before devoting her working hours to journalism. Thus she 
continued her substantial output of stories to various papers 
until 1917, a writing career of 40 years. She died at her home 
in Falcon St in 1919 at the age of 79.
Edwin Wooton’s Zealandia piece The Answer of the Dead 
attracted no comment from the reviewers. An Edwin Wooton 
was a doctor in Christchurch and Auckland about the 1890s 
and a writer of that name was contributing to the Southern 
Cross as late as 1916. J. W. Kinniburgh was James Watkin Kin-
niburgh a career civil servant who ended up heading the In-
ternal Affairs Department during 1919. He was active in the 
staff literary club of the Government Life Insurance Office in 
the 1890s and had some success as a local body politician. 
Thomas Cottle was an Aucklander later prominent in that 
city’s Literary and Historical Association. In 1891 his pica-
resque novel Frank Melton’s Luck enjoyed some success.
Among other Zealandia pieces were a poem “Our Pet Kan-
garoo” by Thomas Bracken, Rutherford Waddell on “Some 
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Social Responsibilities” and a travel piece about the southern 
lakes by journalist Malcolm Ross. The other writers (some 
taking refuge behind initials) were all well known to the read-
ers of the time. Along with chess notes, fashion news and a 
page of oddities Zealandia was aiming for a family audience 
and was popular enough to attract up to 40 pages of advertis-
ing. The price of sixpence [$10] was acceptable with the only 
factor which gained universal condemnation being the unat-
tractive cover:
Whenever any thing supposed to be essentially New 
Zealand in its character is introduced, whether it be a 
Bank note, a periodical, or a pot of jam, it seems to be 
considered indispensable to illustrate it by a picture of 
a moa, a Maori chief, a tree fern, and a kauri tree. These 
are all on the cover of “Zealandia” depicted in unusu-
ally sombre colours. The moa looks like an ibex from an 
Egyptian sarcophagus, the kauri is uncommonly like a 
cypress, while about the Maori chief there is the strong-
est possible flavour of an ancient Druid fresh from the 
obsequies of an Arch-Bard.
Press 1 July 1889
The cover was altered by the second issue.
Reviews of the magazine were generally favourable, many 
similar to that of the Lyttelton Times, which hoped “there will 
be many more. It is well worth the price asked, and ought to 
have a large circulation.” One Dunedin paper took the oppor-
tunity to boost the country’s literary potential and at the same 
time praise the magazine for aiming at the right level:
New Zealand has, perhaps, as large a percentage of 
reading people as any country in the world—the fact of 
so many newspapers maintaining an existence is proof 
of that statement; and it is not an idle boast to say that 
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many of our best known writers, and possibly some 
who have as yet but commenced to grow feathers, can 
produce work that on its merits would not disgrace the 
‘Nineteenth’* or other high class periodicals. It seems to 
us that the promoters have made a wise choice in issu-
ing what may be called a popular magazine instead of 
attempting to imitate the ponderosity of the more criti-
cal of the Old World publications. “Zealandia” is sent 
forth to amuse as well as to instruct, and, if the volume 
now before us is to be taken as a fair specimen, it may be 
expected to interest that very large class of readers who, 
possessing a taste for something superior to sensational 
novelettes, have no time to explore the abysses of philo-
sophical and analytical treatises on abstract questions.
Evening Star 4 July 1889
Little notice was taken of Zealandia by the reviewers dur-
ing the next 12 months and its contents remained similar to 
those of the first issue. By May 1890, though, it was obvious 
that it would not pay its way and it ceased publication. It was 
followed by other short-lived attempts at a literary magazine: 
Citizen in 1895; Critic in 1899 and the more successful New 
Zealand Illustrated Magazine which lasted from 1899 to 1905. 
Commentators have suggested that the relative failure of the 
New Zealand magazines might have been because New Zea-
landers were less nationalistic about literature than publishers 
thought and the ready availability of overseas titles gave local 
efforts little chance of survival.
However, during its one-year run from 1889 to 1890 Zea-
landia received New Zealand novels (four of them printed/
published in Dunedin) for review. Some commentators sug-
gested the surge of local books was due to the success enjoyed 
by Fergus Hume’s The Mystery of a Hansom Cab. Two of the 
books, Mark Anderson, and He Who Digged a Pit (reviewed 
by Rutherford Waddell) have already been mentioned. Others 
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were Julius Vogel’s Anno Domini 2000; or, Woman’s Destiny, 
The Mystery of the Forecastle by R. V. Macpherson and The 
Riven Cloud by William Ross. Rachel Macpherson, known for 
her cooking ability and described as “a lady of considerable ar-
tistic attributes” was from Oamaru and her book, described as 
partly autobiographical, was set in that town “thinly disguised 
under the name of Waitaramoa,” Dunedin and Melbourne. The 
author was known as a supporter of the Irish cause, but after 
complaints was obliged to state that she was not the Oamaru 
correspondent of the New Zealand Tablet whose parent com-
pany had published her book. The Riven Cloud “a Sketch taken 
in New Zealand,” published by James Horsburgh of Dunedin, 
had an Otago setting. “William Ross” was believed to be a 
“lady writer” and when the story was republished ten years 
later in a collection by Sarah Blacke, a Dunedin music teacher, 
the secret of the pen name was revealed.
The Zealandia legacy includes one incident which has in-
trigued many. Among the book reviews William Freeman 
wrote for Zealandia one, which appeared in the first issue, 
that was a scathing demolition of a novel by Fergus Hume, 
The Piccadilly Puzzle. Since the success of his best seller, The 
Mystery of a Hansom Cab, Dunedin-raised Hume had been 
something of a local hero but Freeman showed no mercy:
It is a bald bare plot, with nothing good and pleasing to 
recommend it. It has absolutely none of the touches of 
poetic descriptive pathos and humor which explain the 
popularity of [Hume’s] earlier books. There is not a fine 
sentiment in it from cover to cover; no tender chords 
are stirred by a single passage; there is no delicate shad-
ing, no touch of an artists’ hand; nothing new—not 
anything but a sombre, highly sensational plot, and an 
unadorned description of an impossible detective’s una-
vailing efforts to unravel the tangled clues of a crime.
Zealandia June 1889
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Freeman expresses outrage at the “seething mass of moral 
corruption which the author cynically disdains to hide behind 
the slightest shadow of the veil of decency” and claims that as 
Hume now represented New Zealand on the world stage he 
had let the country down by “not standing with what is clean, 
wholesome and pure-minded.” It is intriguing to wonder if the 
two men ever met. Hume left Dunedin for Melbourne in 1885 
and Freeman arrived at least before 1887. Might not Hume 
have visited his family in Dunedin before moving to England 
permanently in 1888? If the two men met perhaps something 
happened to explain the level of enmity in the review:
Occupying the position I do in connection with our 
national New Zealand literary magazine. I feel that I 
would be evading a clear duty if I left to another the 
task of expressing the emphatic condemnation of New 
Zealand writers aping such dangerous literature.
Zealandia June 1889
Intriguing, too, is the fact that shortly after that review 
Freeman’s own life became a morass of deceit and infidelity, 
much like the behaviour of Hume’s characters.
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William Freeman Kitchen—Writer, Radical and Rascal
A portrait of William Kitchen used by Australian newspapers in the 1890s.
William Freeman may have edited Zealandia but that was 
simply a brief interlude in a life which was a model for a Vic-
torian melodrama. In 1893, at the height of his notoriety, the 
Evening Post commented, “His history for the past 18 months 
or so would furnish the sensational novelist with material for 
a three-volume work of more than a commonly sensational 
character.”
Freeman’s full name was William Freeman Kitchen and he 
was born in England in 1863. Some of his relatives had emi-
grated to Australia during the 1850s gold rush and by 1856 
John Kitchen and his sons were making tallow candles at 
Emerald Hill, South Melbourne. Eventually the firm would 
be Australia’s major soap makers with brands like Velvet and 
Persil. William’s father, Joseph Kitchen, came to Melbourne 
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about 1870, joined the business, and by the late 1870s was in 
Wellington setting up a New Zealand operation. Joseph be-
came a prominent citizen, dabbling in politics, church mat-
ters, school committees, the YMCA and commerce. In the late 
1890s he left the sons who were still in Wellington to run the 
soap business and he opened the Pantheon homeware stores 
in Wellington City and the suburb of Newtown.
By then William had long left the family circle. He had at-
tended Wellington College and in 1880 took up a cadetship 
in the Justice Department. In 1882 he complained about his 
wages being three months in arrears. In 1885 he married An-
nie Crichton whose family came from the Ashhurst area, 
near Palmerston North. The couple had two children: Arthur 
(1886) and Edward (1887).
By 1887 the family was in Dunedin and William was work-
ing as chief reporter on the Evening Herald. The paper had 
been established by ex-staff of the Otago Daily Times and its 
left-leaning views suited Freeman, who was later to describe 
it as a “Labour” newspaper. At least, it was locally regarded as 
“the working man’s paper.” His literary efforts resulted in win-
ning the 1888 Christmas story competition run by The Can-
terbury Times. Called “Okewai Brown,” his entry was a ghost 
story with a New Zealand setting of which the opening owed 
much to the Circumlocution Office described in Charles 
Dickens’ Little Dorrit: 
The Circumlocution Office was (as everybody knows 
without being told) the most important Department 
under Government. No public business of any kind 
could possibly be done at any time without the acquies-
cence of the Circumlocution Office. Its finger was in the 
largest public pie, and in the smallest public tart. It was 
equally impossible to do the plainest right and to undo 
the plainest wrong without the express authority of the 
Circumlocution Office.
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Freeman mixed something of this and perhaps his own 
five years or so in the Justice Department in the opening to 
“Okewai Brown”:
I am excessively nervous at commencing this narrative. 
My diffidence is accounted for by the fact that I seldom 
touch a pen. True, I make my living by clerking, but it 
is in the Civil Service, which, of course, accounts for 
my being unacquainted with pens. My name is Samuel 
Vernon Awlsole, and I am Chief Clerk in the Memoran-
dum Department. As everyone knows, our department 
is the most important in the whole Civil Service. The 
duty of the officers in our department is to initial every 
memorandum made by every other officer throughout 
the Civil Service.
The implicit crudity of the narrator’s surname may have 
been accidental. Freeman repeated his success the following 
year in a competition held by The Weekly Press.
By March 1889 Freeman had taken on the editorship of 
Zealandia which brought him into contact with a wide range of 
talented and respected people, suggesting that his personality 
was persuasive and pleasant. By August he had convinced his 
Zealandia backer, printer/publisher John Wilkie, that three of 
his stories were worth publishing in book form using as a title 
one of them, “He Who Digged a Pit” (From Proverbs 26:27 
“Whoso diggeth a pit shall fall therein: and he that rolleth a 
stone, it will return upon him.”) Reviews were encouraging: 
“This is incomparably the best work of fiction by a New Zea-
land writer that we have yet read” (Oamaru Mail); “We in the 
colonies have had our favorable consideration bespoken for 
so many literary failures that it is with genuine relief that we 
regard a work which earns our heartiest commendation upon 
the ground of its intrinsic merit alone, and which does not 
draw upon that reserve of clemency with which we are prone 
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to receive—and perhaps rightly so—the efforts of our young 
novelists” (Evening Star); “It is quite a pleasant experience 
for the critic of local literary talent to come upon an effort 
to which he can give some genuine commendation and en-
couragement” (Otago Daily Times). In the north, reaction was 
less flattering, the New Zealand Herald describing “Okewai 
Brown” as “ridiculous,” but noting, “This book is one of the 
shilling series, and is obtainable at Mr. Wildman’s, bookseller.”
In December 1889 the Evening Star began a serialisation 
of Freeman’s novel The Sins of the Fathers. The story is set in 
Cornwall and New Zealand and there is some evidence that the 
Kitchen family had West Country connections. William Free-
man’s wife’s family came from Cornwall and Freeman displayed 
some knowledge of Cornwall in his opening paragraphs:
It is early morning on a fine day in June, 1780. The light 
has come creeping up from the East, over Land’s End, 
brightening the cliffs at St. Leven, surprising the Loggan 
Rock* tall and ghostly in the morning light, rocked by 
no human hand, but vibrating gently at each shock given 
by those mighty Atlantic rollers to the base of the rocky 
cliff, upon whose apex the Loggan Rock was so wonder-
fully balanced. On and still on crept the light over and 
past The Lizard, and the square, old-fashioned, sluggish 
merchantmen just entering the Channel. Everywhere, 
save on those merchant ships and the little fishing 
smacks, it found the folks wrapt in sleep. It kissed the 
eyelids of the good fish-wives of Falmouth, and they, 
accustomed to that salute each morning, and because 
accustomed weary of Old Sol’s attentions, bounced over 
on to their other side and grumblingly awoke to the du-
ties of another day. Down the river Fal flowed the light 
along with the stream, awaking the farmer, hurrying 
the laborers to their work, and warning the miners that 
their chore was at hand.
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But what is this? Here is a stately castle a little way up 
from the right bank of the Fal, not far from where it 
empties itself into the Falmouth harbor, and here the 
rosy morning light finds no sleeper to arouse. Lights 
are in many rooms, there is much bustling to and fro, 
people hurrying everywhere for no purpose, and then 
standing about and whispering again. A ball, perhaps—
a jolly party kept up “till daylight doth appear.”* No; 
listen! Those sobs are from some of the maids, and 
those figures standing about and whispering with pale 
gloomy faces are the men-servants. There has been only 
one guest here during the night, and his name is Death. 
Not the fierce rampant bears supporting the stone shield 
with its graven coat-of-arms over the main entrance in 
the massive central tower, not the crested British eagle 
perched upon the shield and looking as if smitten into 
stone in the very act of screaming, not the thick bat-
tlemented walls, not the owner’s pride, nor all the tears 
wrung by anguish from his very heart could keep that 
Guest from entering Trelawne.
The story ran until 31 May 1890 with the later chapters be-
ing set in New Zealand. The last chapter ended in a deluge of 
local references, almost to the point of ridicule:
The fire came underground from Hawaiki, but it spouted 
up at Whakaari (White Island), Mantohora, Okakaru, 
Koto Ehu, Roto Iti, Roto Rua, Tara Wera (burnt peaks), 
Paeroa, and Orakeikoraka until it cane to Tongariro, 
There it spouted up also, and often is seen to spout up 
in our days. Now, this was sacred fire, and so Tongariro 
is the most sacred of mountains. There dwells the great-
est of all the atuaa (in this sense gods). But Tara Wera 
is only second to Tongariro. It is nearly as sacred. No 
one ascends Tara Wera. It is tapu-tapu (doubly sacred). 
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Now let our tohungas take the bones of Tuhourangi 
and bury them in the cleft of Tara Wera, where the sa-
cred fire once spouted, and where none but the great-
est chiefs are hidden in their cave tombs. And let this 
be done secretly, and no one will know where they are 
gone.” Instantly the tohungas burst into a yelling which 
was intended to be an expression of delighted approval. 
It was also intended to express admiration for Tamare’s 
wisdom, the profundity of which, it is hardly to be ex-
pected, will be perceived by ordinary pakeha readers 
who have not been carefully educated in the nice points 
of ancient Maori theology. (To be continued.)
Evening Star 31 May 1890
That the rousing last sentence was followed by “To be con-
tinued” suggests that the typesetter was not entirely absorbed 
in the drama which had been unfolding and was expecting 
more of Freeman’s manuscript to set up for the following 
week. The misspelling of Moutohora, Orakeikorako and other 
Maori names may be blamed on him, or carelessness by Free-
man himself. That a Wellington-raised Dunedin writer should 
display such intimate knowledge of the North Island volcanic 
region can be attributed to the frequent newspaper features 
about the Maori legends of the area published in newspapers 
of the mid-1880s and most likely to the fact that John White’s 
six-volume The Ancient History of the Maori was published at 
the very time Freeman was writing his story (using almost the 
same phraseology as White when describing the Tongariro 
legend). In the end The Sins of the Fathers elicited no reaction 
from readers or critics.
Freeman was still editing the Evening Herald but it was a 
rocky ride. In June 1889 anti-union factions were sniping at 
the paper and in August the Evening Herald accused Palm-
erston lawyer John Findlay of using illegal means to secure the 
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release of a prisoner but the Otago Law Society cleared Find-
lay of any wrongdoing and he threatened to sue the paper. In 
spite of these wrangles, Freeman enhanced his reputation by 
being appointed special correspondent to cover the Dunedin 
and South Sea Exhibition (November 1889 until April 1890) 
for the Times of London. Overseas writers had been sent by 
other journals and Freeman’s appointment was regarded as 
a vote of confidence. (John White of the Zealandia found-
ing committee—not the author of The Ancient History of the 
Maori—was an exhibition commissioner.) Dunedin lawyer 
Robert Stanford, Oxford graduate and one time clergyman 
who ran a boys’ college at Orokonui, Waitati, and was later a 
magistrate in Whanganui, noted, “though the best writers of 
Australasia were being sent here to describe our Exhibition 
and our country for us they would find before they left that 
there were local writers who would be found fully competent 
to do the work, even for the leading journals of the world.”
Dissension among shareholders led to the last issue of the 
Evening Herald being published on 1 September 1889, but it 
re-emerged two days later under the title of The Globe, still 
edited by Freeman and identified as a “Liberal journal.” In 
distancing itself from any negativity attached to the Evening 
Herald, the new paper announced, “we have been repeat-
edly asked to state plainly that the proprietary of the paper 
of which The Globe has taken the place, had no connection 
with us. It may also be as well to repeat here that our house 
has been cleansed in other respects. We are freeing ourselves 
from the odium of utilising boy labour, having dispensed with 
seven lads, engaged Association labour at full rates, and ob-
tained the sanction of the Typographical Association to our 
modified arrangements.”
Freeman threw himself into supporting the Liberal Party 
during the 1890 election which saw the party form a govern-
ment in January 1891. A smoke concert was held at the Sham-
rock Hotel to recognise Freeman’s services to the party as editor 
The Two Lawyersxcii
of The Globe. At the same time a long-standing dispute between 
Freeman and one of the proprietors of the now-defunct Even-
ing Herald created headlines. Printer Stephen Noble Brown, 
who had bought the assets of the Evening Herald, was accused 
by Freeman of opposing the floating of The Globe company and 
the words “slander” and “criminal proceedings” were tossed 
around until the matter died down. Brown’s printing company 
remained in operation until recent times.
Much of Freeman’s time continued to be taken up with 
politics and in May he was a speaker at a meeting attended by 
Richard Seddon which was called to set up a National Liberal 
Association. An Evening Star columnist expressed this view 
of Freeman: “The ordinary onlooker will observe only the 
Liberal marionettes performing their part of the programme 
and shall see behind them again the figure of Mr William 
Freeman Kitchen with Conservative pince-nez delicately 
balanced on Liberal nose, pulling the strings to which the 
marionettes shall dance.”
On 4 August 1891 the premises of The Globe were exten-
sively damaged by a fire which an enquiry decided had been 
deliberately lit. The insurance policy had lapsed so no motive 
could be found but Freeman remained under suspicion. Ten 
days later he resigned from The Globe, but the paper contin-
ued until 9 September 1893. However, Freeman was imme-
diately embroiled in a scandal involving information which a 
reporter from The Globe seems to have overheard on a train 
to Seacliff. This led to Freeman privately informing the Min-
ister of Health of a series of serious shortcomings in the way 
the Seacliff Mental Asylum was being run. Truby King, the 
asylum superintendent, was asked to respond and was able to 
completely exonerate himself from all accusations. The ma-
jor row, however, was over the ethics of a journalist acting on 
conversations “heard in railway tunnels.” 
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Kitchen, though, was no longer a journalist and the Clutha 
Leader had some fun at his expense: “Mr William Freeman 
Kitchen, the whilom editor of the Globe newspaper, who proved 
himself a regular ‘hot ’un’ and a perfect firebrand while he was 
with us. Now, alas, he is gone, having been compelled to forsake 
his journalistic career on account of his comrades refusing to 
recognise him as their leader; and having been so ignominious-
ly ousted he has taken up a minor role in a travelling theatrical 
company, in the vain hope that by this step he will retrieve his 
fallen fortunes, and work his way to fame.” The best summary 
of his activities after leaving Dunedin comes in the Otago Daily 
Times at the time of Freeman’s supposed death in 1893:
Kitchen was under a cloud when he left Dunedin. From 
the time of the fire on the premises of the Globe news-
paper, of which he was acting as editor and managing 
director—he had only a few months previously been a 
reporter on the staff—he was looked upon with suspi-
cion and distrust even by many of those with whom he 
had formerly been on terms of the closest friendship 
and intimacy. A few people with whom he had been po-
litically connected promoted a subscription list to en-
able him to leave Dunedin, but there was no very gener-
ous response, and he was allowed to depart without any 
farewell speeches or valedictory functions. He made 
for Australia. He did not take his wife with him. She 
returned with her children to her friends in Welling-
ton, where he had married her. For some time the man 
stayed in Melbourne, earning a somewhat precarious 
livelihood. He applied for employment at the newspa-
per offices, but, so far as is known in Dunedin, without 
any success—he had no credentials such as would rec-
ommend him to the notice of the proprietors; he made 
sundry appearances as an agitator at meetings of the 
unemployed, and that is not a profitable business; and 
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turning to account a little experience he had acquired 
in playing in the North-East Valley and elsewhere in 
company with a few members of a dramatic company 
who were stranded in Dunedin, he took part in several 
performances along with out-at-elbows actors in sub-
urban halls, offering inferior art in exchange for low 
prices. The story has reached Dunedin of how one of 
these performances, which took place at Hawthorn, was 
interrupted by a gang of roughs, instigated by a person 
who was acquainted with the ins-and-outs of Kitchen’s 
life in Dunedin, the entertainment having finally to be 
stopped in consequence of the disturbance. There was 
not much money in this sort of life, and Kitchen disap-
peared from Melbourne.
Otago Daily Times 13 May 1893
The mention of dramatic work in Dunedin refers to some ap-
pearances as Frank Vane:
Mr W.  G. Carey’s Comedy Company gave a perfor-
mance at the North-East Valley Public Hall last even-
ing. Two light comedies—“Delicate Ground” and “Bet-
sy Baker”—were played, the parts being sustained by 
Mr Carey, Mr F. Vane, Miss Carey, and Miss Delorme. 
During an interval vocal selections were rendered by 
Misses Carey and Delorme and Mr Carey. The North-
East Valley Band also played several selections before 
the commencement of the proceedings. On Wednes-
day evening next the company play at Abbotsford, and 
on the following Friday evening a performance will be 
given at Mosgiel.
Otago Daily Times 9 September 1891
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W. G. Carey had been a miner on the Otago goldfields in 
the 1860s and then had success as an actor in Australia. After 
an extended season in Dunedin’s Princess Theatre in August 
1899 he set up a small company to tour nearby towns and 
Kitchen, as Frank Vane, was offered work, getting fair notices: 
“Mr Frank Vane as the amorous Marmaduke Mouser kept the 
audience bubbling with irresistible laughter (Clutha Leader) 
and “well up to the mark” (Tuapeka Times).
In the later part of 1891 Kitchen left the troupe and be-
came active in the New Zealand Trades and Labour Coun-
cil in Dunedin and then Wellington from where he sailed 
for Sydney in December, leaving his wife and sons behind. 
He took to the speaking platforms in Australia, describing 
himself as “the late editor of the Dunedin Globe” (the official 
New Zealand labor organ), and lectured on “The New Zea-
land Labor Party.” (There was as yet no New Zealand Labour 
Party but his audience would have been confused by the term 
“Liberal Party.”) Of a socialist meeting in Melbourne in Janu-
ary 1892 the Evening Star commented: “The meeting was also 
addressed by Mr William Freeman Kitchen, late of Dunedin. 
Comment is useless, to borrow a favorite newspaper remark. 
Let us all to meditation….”
Kitchen continued his tour through Australia and, as a 
newspaperman, was supplying his own publicity which in 
Melbourne produced this:
Progress and Achievements, is the title of a lecture to 
be delivered to-night in the Temperance Hall by Mr. W. 
Freeman Kitchen who is reported to be the founder of 
the party in that colony, and was for a considerable time 
the editor of the New Zealand labor paper. He is an elo-
quent speaker, and is said to thoroughly command the 
sympathies of his audience from start to finish. As the 
general elections are now at hand, and the Labor party 
are already strongly in evidence in Victoria, it will un-
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doubtedly prove highly interesting and also instructive 
to all classes of the community to hear what Mr. Kitch-
en has to say about the subject under notice. Already 
a large number of tickets have been sold, and there is 
every promise of a full house.
The Bendigo Advertiser 19 Feb 1892
Kitchen then joined the Daily Telegraph in Launceston, 
Tasmania, where he met a young lady palm reader called 
Charlotte Hannam. The early part of her story is another mel-
odrama. It’s believed she spent her girlhood as Lottie Han-
nan in the Victorian country town of Camperdown (certainly 
not in France) and in September 1887 became engaged to 
Ernest Dangers from Hamburg, Germany. In 1889 Dangers 
was in court charged with abducting heiress Isabella Smith. It 
emerged that Dangers was already twice married; in 1887 to 
Clara Wormsley and in 1888 to Lottie Hannan. It was alleged 
that Lottie’s marriage was a mock ceremony performed by a 
confederate who made out a bogus certificate. Sometime later 
Dangers left home on business and while away wrote loving 
letters to Lottie. He returned home during 1889 and obtained 
by force and destroyed the worthless certificate of marriage 
and told Lottie of the deception and a few days afterwards 
deserted her. Perhaps it was then that she slightly altered her 
surname to “Hannam.”
In 1892, using the stage name Francis Temple Vane, Kitch-
en joined a variety company as manager and agent. “Frank 
Vane” appeared in several plays in Tasmanian theatres getting 
reasonable notices along the lines of, “Mr Frank Vane played 
the role of the dandy and unprincipled captain effectively” 
and “Constable Harris was played in an efficient manner by 
Mr Frank Vane.” Among his fellow artistes was the young 
lady palm reader and clairvoyant, now called “Madame Ara-
manda” and in her Kitchen saw both romantic and financial 
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opportunities. There was money to be made by clairvoyance 
and fortune telling and elaborate scams were devised to take 
advantage of the gullibility of the public. Madame Aramanda 
with Kitchen’s help may have been something of a charlatan. 
Certainly, Kitchener’s publicity smacked of showmanship and 
outright deception:
MADAME ARAMANDA. Launceston students of the 
art of phrenology, and the somewhat more occult sci-
ence of clairvoyance, will have an opportunity of pursu-
ing their studies under the guidance of an expert during 
the next fortnight. Madame Aramanda has, unfortu-
nately for herself (fortunately for Tasmanians), been 
compelled to leave the continent of Australia during the 
hot summer months, her health having been somewhat 
impaired by a close attention to her duties. In Sydney 
and Melbourne, judging by the amount of attention de-
voted to her during the past 18 months by the leading 
papers, Madame Aramanda must have achieved a re-
markable degree of success. Prominent Victorian citi-
zens in the columns of the Melbourne Daily Telegraph 
bore witness to the lady’s skill as a delineator of char-
acter. Other papers have published some very curious 
instances of predictions by Madame Aramanda having 
been fulfilled to the letter. She has, we are informed, 
possessed an instinctive clairvoyant power from child-
hood, and is in the practice of being guided by it in her 
own family affairs. With the aid of this power Mad-
ame Aramanda can, so there is published evidence to 
show, reveal the whole of the past career of anyone with 
whom she can secure the necessary conditions of rap-
port. To a considerable degree, varying with the extent 
of sympathy set up with the enquirer, Madame is able 
to predict events likely to occur in their future. This 
power Madame has to some extent (and during the last 
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Melbourne Cup meeting with marked success) used in 
predicting winners of races, Glenloth being one of her 
“tips,” among several others, all accurate. The Illustrated 
London News refers to Madame Aramanda as “one of 
the leading features in connection with the last Paris 
Exposition Internationale,” where her scientific expo-
sition of the art of palmistry attracted the attention of 
Lady Bouge and several other members of the English 
aristocracy, also several leaders in titled French and 
Spanish circles. The special interest attaching to Mad-
ame’s exposition of the art of palmistry rests upon her 
claim that the development of character marks distinct 
lines upon the hands even more strongly than upon 
the face. From these lines the fair scientist draws her 
own conclusions. Past actions are a comparatively open 
book to her, and for the future the natural results of pos-
sessing a given character, together with the clairvoyant 
power which comes to her aid, combine to give her ex-
ceptional facilities for prediction. Madame Aramanda 
is of French extraction, and, despite her experience, is 
still quite young, with a very pleasing face and piquant 
manner.
Daily Telegraph (Launceston) 4 February 1893
Readers in 1893 could not easily verify the facts of the sto-
ry. But a search of the Illustrated London News, the Sydney 
papers for 1892 and the Melbourne Daily Telegraph reveals 
no mention of “Madame Aramanda.” Lady Bouge is a fiction 
and “varying with the extent of sympathy set up with the en-
quirer” is the standard escape clause when the palm reader 
fails miserably. Glenloth did win the 1892 Melbourne Cup, 
something known well before Kitchen wrote his publicity. 
Kitchen (still married to his New Zealand wife) married 
Lottie at Launceston in 1893:
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Vane-Hannam, On 12th April, at St. John’s Church, 
Launceston, by the Rev. A. Barkway, Francis Temple, 
only son of Harold Temple Vane, of Harrowgate, York-
shire, to Lottie Hazlewood, youngest daughter of W. H. 
Hannam, Devonshire, England.
Launceston Examiner 13 April 1893
More subterfuge followed immediately and it suggests that 
Kitchen was unstable, to say the least. He sent notices to New 
Zealand newspapers announcing the death of William Free-
man Kitchen in Launceston:
Freeman Kitchen - On the 8th April, at Launceston, 
Tasmania, of acute inflammation, William Freeman 
Kitchen, aged 30 years.
Otago Witness 4 May 1893
At first his old Dunedin paper The Globe was suspicious 
and refused to run the death notice but once it appeared in 
the Otago Witness they assumed it was genuine and ran it. 
Then follows a chapter in the William Kitchen story which 
might also have come directly from a Victorian melodrama. 
Almost to the day the death notice appeared in Dunedin 
Madame Aramanda and her husband, disguised by shaving 
his beard and moustache, leaving short side whiskers dyed 
black, using the name Temple Vane and adding a spurious 
“B. A.” to his card, arrived in Bluff and the Invercargill news-
papers gave the visit of the clairvoyant good coverage. Tem-
ple Vane did his publicity job well and the small towns on 
the route to Dunedin were looking forward to the great lady’s 
performances. But on his visit to the Southland Times office 
he had the misfortune to encounter a member of the literary 
staff who had known him well at The Globe but was unsure 
about how to handle the situation. Vane represented himself 
as Madame Aramanda’s husband and made some derogatory 
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remark about the reporter. Knowing Kitchen had been a mar-
ried man in Dunedin, the reporter sent a message to the Dun-
edin newsrooms advising them to check up on this man when 
he arrived. Kitchen’s adventures on the road to Dunedin and 
his unmasking there, as described by an eye-witness at the 
Otago Daily Times, would make a great chapter in a novel with 
very little alteration and so the account is given here in full:
Gore was visited, a couple of days being spent there, and 
Balclutha was the next stopping place. At the latter town 
Vane again was put to inconvenience through what he 
called the mistakes of persons who believed him to be 
Kitchen. By this time, if he had not done so sooner, he 
had formed the purpose of explaining away his resem-
blance to Kitchen by the assertion that he was related 
to that person. One of those, a station manager, who 
“mistook” him happened to have been a pupil at Wel-
lington College during the time that Kitchen was sup-
posed to be forming an acquaintance with Virgil and 
to be learning something useful at that institution; and 
this gentleman accosted Vane in the street as the latter 
endeavoured to hasten past him. “Halloa, Kitchen, you 
are not going to pass me, are you?” he said. The per-
son addressed politely replied that he thought the other 
had made a mistake. The first speaker declared that he 
had not, although, he candidly added he never thought 
much of Kitchen, and had no particular desire to renew 
the acquaintance. In answer to that he had a card thrust 
into his hand bearing the name of F. Temple Vane, B.A., 
with “That is my name, sir.” “I am very sorry if I have 
made a mistake,” said the station manager, “but I do not 
think I have.” Vane then passed on, but the other was 
by no means satisfied that he was not correct, —on the 
contrary, he was as positive as a man could be that it 
was Kitchen whom he had stopped. “You could never 
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mistake those ferrety eyes,” he said as he afterwards 
detailed what occurred between Vane and him. There 
were other persons in Balclutha who believed Vane to 
be none other than Kitchen, but the man left that town 
and passed through Milton without his identification 
having been established beyond the shadow of a doubt.
On Friday evening, the 5th inst., the man arrived in 
Dunedin. He had previously advertised for a “com-
fortable double bedroom and board for advertiser and 
wife, with use of well-furnished sitting room,” and no 
doubt calculated that in escaping the publicity attach-
ing to stopping in a hotel he would to a certain extent 
be delivered from unpleasant inquiries. The ordeal of 
visiting the newspaper offices was one of the first things 
to be undergone. He probably entertained the delu-
sive hope that his disguise would enable him to pass 
through Dunedin in the same way as in the south. The 
light red moustache which Kitchen used to wear (he 
had parted with his beard before he left Dunedin) was 
gone, and Vane wore instead short side whiskers, dyed 
in a dark colour harmonising with his hair, which was 
stripped of the profusion of curls Kitchen had affected. 
The eyebrows also were dyed. The man was dressed in 
a fashionably cut dark-coloured suit, and he wore a tall 
hat—this being a dignity to which Kitchen had never 
attained —changing the latter subsequently for a soft 
brown tourist hat of the shape that has lately come a 
good deal into vogue. In each of the three the similarity 
of his voice with that of Kitchen was noted, his hand-
writing, which the most inexpert could recognise as 
disguised, presented features which were pointed out 
as having been features in Kitchen’s calligraphy. In one 
of the offices the subeditor to whom Vane stated his 
business “drew” his visitor by the remark that his voice 
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recalled that of some other person whom, however, he 
(the sub-editor) could not at the moment “place.” Vane 
answered very readily that it must have been the voice 
of his poor cousin, William Freeman Kitchen, which his 
own voice had recalled. “Poor fellow,” he said, “the last 
time I saw him he was on his death-bed at Launceston, 
and since my arrival in the colony I have heard that he 
is dead.” Vane also said that he had heard that Kitchen 
had been adopting his name when he was in Dunedin; 
but on being told that such was not the case so far at the 
person spoken to knew, he observed that he was very 
glad to hear it, as Kitchen was “a bad lot.” He further 
volunteered the astounding statement that the latter 
was never married.
It was on Monday and Tuesday of this week, however, 
that Vane’s troubles really commenced. On Monday 
he was recognised in the street by several persons who 
formerly knew him; and he showed by his manner that 
he thought he was recognised. A number of persons, 
on the other hand, were at first unable to penetrate his 
disguise. For instance, a solicitor who had some knowl-
edge of Kitchen when he was connected with the Globe, 
had a conversation with him in his office, without the 
slightest suspicion crossing his mind that he was talk-
ing to Kitchen. Another gentleman with whom he was 
brought into business relations also failed to recognise 
him. The gentleman in question—the manager of a mu-
sic warehouse—was talking to Vane in his shop, when 
a reporter, who was connected with the Herald office 
during the time Kitchen was chief of the reporting staff, 
came upon the scene in company with a friend. The 
manager noticing the two gazing with ardent astonish-
ment written on their faces at the apparent stranger, 
crossed over to them, bringing Vane with him. “I know,” 
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the manager observed, “I know why you were staring at 
this gentleman when you came in. You thought, now, 
it was poor old Kitchen come back from the grave.” 
Vane was then introduced by him to them, and as they 
were shaking hands Vane with a sigh exclaimed, “Yes, 
my poor cousin; he’s gone; he’ll never come back any 
more.” The two newly-made acquaintances offered 
their sympathies to the poor afflicted relation. The lat-
ter, however, soon shook off his air of sadness, and with 
a business-like briskness produced a book containing 
press notices of the persons whom he represented. After 
half an hour’s interesting conversation the two gentle-
men parted with Vane, thoroughly convinced that that 
gentleman’s judgment must have altogether run riot 
when he came into this city under the delusion that his 
disguise was so complete as to prevent his previous ac-
quaintances from recognising him as Kitchen. In the 
evening the reporter, at the invitation of Vane, proceed-
ed to the boarding house where he was stopping. He was 
received at the door by that individual himself, and in 
the course of the conversation he informed the reporter 
that two press representatives had already called that 
evening. Their names he could not recall, but, happy 
thought, their cards were there. One of them had been 
a subordinate to Kitchen on the staff of the Herald, and 
his name Vane seemed to pronounce with some diffi-
culty. As he retired, the reporter was again shown to the 
door by Vane, but he had hardly got to the gate before 
the latter came running down the path to make a re-
quest, and in doing so “gave himself away” by calling 
out familiarly to him by name, correcting himself im-
mediately after by adding the prefix “Mr.” Before they 
parted, the reporter bethought himself of some means 
whereby he might bring Vane and some of Kitchen’s 
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former colleagues together once more. At his request 
Vane lent him a book, and promised to call for it at the 
Times office late that night. The reporter proceeded on 
his way, and on arrival at the office mentioned the fact 
that Vane was to call that evening. It was arranged that 
those who were present, four in number, should remain 
in the reporters’ room until Vane should call, and that 
the latter should, if possible, be inveigled in. He fell into 
the trap, though not without some hesitation, and when 
in it had strong evidence afforded him that, however 
much he might deny his identity with Kitchen, there 
were some who had not the slightest shadow of a doubt 
about the matter. Upon his being shown into the room 
he at once addressed the borrower of the book with-
out making any remark to the others, to two of whom, 
at least, he was well known. He had only been in the 
room a few moments when one of the scribes present 
said, “Hullo, Kitchen, how are you?” Vane turned round 
slowly with an affected look of surprise, and, facing his 
interrogator while he looked him straight in the face, 
said, “I think you have made a mistake.” “Oh no, I have 
not,” replied the first speaker, “I know you very well.” 
Vane thereupon again denied his identity with Kitchen, 
and added: “I don’t wonder at your mistake; so many 
people have mistaken me for Kitchen.” This observation 
elicited from the scribe a very emphatic remark to the 
effect that the other was an unmitigated fraud, and that 
it was a huge joke his coming to Dunedin, where he was 
so well known, and trying to pass himself off as some-
body else. Vane then became somewhat indignant, but 
instead of knocking his critic down, as he might have 
been expected to do, said, “You are presuming upon 
your position as a pressman to talk to me like that.” The 
individual addressed requested Vane as a test to write 
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his name—William Freeman Kitchen. The initial object 
which he had in view in suggesting that test was to en-
able him to see how Vane held his pen, for he knew that 
Kitchen used to hold his in a peculiar manner. Vane 
loftily replied that he would not write the name William 
Freeman Kitchen—that he would not write any signa-
ture but his own. “What is your name?” inquired the 
pertinacious press man. “I see you advertise it as Tem-
ple Vane, and that in this book (indicating the book al-
ready referred to) you have it stamped Frank Vane. Per-
haps you change it every month.” “Francis Temple Vane 
is my name, sir,” rejoined Vane, who was then invited 
to write his own signature. Vane then took a pen from 
his vest pocket, snatched up a piece of paper, and rap-
idly dashed of “Temple Vane” in a large, angular hand. 
As he was writing, the pressman who had been pester-
ing him to submit to this awkward test triumphantly 
exclaimed, “That’s just the way Kitchen holds his pen.” 
Vane took no notice of this remark, but explained that 
he did not pretend that the signature he had just writ-
ten was his usual signature, because, he said, they had 
made him nervous. His old confrere remarked that he 
should think so; and repeated that it was a huge joke 
a man’s coming round here where he was well known 
and endeavouring to pass himself off as somebody else. 
The occupants of the room set up a roar of laughter, and 
this elicited from Vane the remark: “It may be a laugh-
ing matter for you, gentlemen—I haven’t the pleasure of 
knowing your names—but it’s a serious matter for me.” 
The pressman again expressed the decided opinion that 
Vane was an adjective fraud. The latter then, putting 
what he probably meant to be a hypothetical case, asked 
what business it was of anyone whether a man travelled 
under an assumed name or not so long as the company 
The Two Lawyerscvi
which he represented was a good one. To that the reply 
was made that although it might not as a general rule be 
anyone’s business, in the present case it seemed a great 
joke. During the whole of this interview Vane had pal-
pably evinced a desire to get it terminated as speedily as 
possible; and during the latter part of it had been edg-
ing his way to the door. When he ultimately made his 
exit from the room, the ringing laughter, which he must 
have heard proceeding from those he had left behind 
him in it, no doubt convinced him that he had signally 
failed to disabuse their minds of the belief that he really 
was Kitchen.
On the following day Vane had to go through another 
and more trying ordeal. This time he was brought un-
expectedly into contact with a lady with whom Kitchen 
had been on very friendly terms, and who had great 
faith in him at a time when it was a difficult matter to 
get anyone to believe in him. It was this lady to whom 
Mrs Kitchen had communicated the intelligence of her 
husband’s death as it had been told to her, with the re-
quest that she would insert the necessary obituary no-
tices in the Dunedin papers. She had been informed 
that Kitchen was still in the flesh and in Dunedin, 
and while she had been inclined to discredit this, she 
had expressed a desire to be afforded an opportunity 
of judging for herself. As it happened, Vane was in the 
jobbing department on the second floor of the Times 
office, where the lady presented herself with the view 
of making preliminary inquiries on the subject. A mes-
sage was sent to Vane, asking him to come downstairs, 
but as he professed that he had an hour’s business to 
transact there, the lady was conducted to the jobbing 
office, and immediately inside the door, as she entered, 
saw Vane, whose back was turned towards her. The gen-
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tleman who acted as escort to the lady addressed Vane 
as Kitchen, saying that the lady (mentioning the name) 
wished to see him. Vane was evidently taken aback at 
thus being suddenly brought face to face with that one 
of all persons in Dunedin; but attempting to conceal his 
recognition of her, still tried to brazen it out that he was 
not Kitchen. A lengthy interview ensued during which 
Vane recognised that the game was up, and ultimately 
confessed to being Kitchen. Even when he had done 
this he had recourse to mendacity to furnish an excuse 
for his conduct in taking an assumed name. He de-
clared, that anyone in his position would have done the 
same thing, and supported that assertion with a pitiable 
tale of his being in extremely destitute circumstances in 
Australia, where misfortune had so overtaken him that 
he at times had to live on one meal a day, and had hardly 
any clothing and no boots to his feet. Then, he said, the 
chance offered itself of his visiting New Zealand in the 
capacity in which he had come, and the gentleman who 
had engaged him gave him an outfit. “That’s all very 
well, Kitchen,” was the reply to this, “but what about 
the marriage.” The man, whom we may now again re-
fer to by his proper name of Kitchen, declared that he 
had not contracted a marriage in Launceston— that a 
friend of his named Temple Vane was married there, 
but as that person could not come to New Zealand, he 
had taken his name. There were other manifestly lying 
statements made by Kitchen during this interview. One 
of these was that he was not aware until he arrived in 
the colony that his death had been reported; and that 
when he saw it had been he thought it was a good op-
portunity to drop his real name and assume the name 
of Vane, which he had previously used as a nom de thea-
tre. As has been previously pointed out, however, in this 
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narrative it was under the name of Vane that Kitchen 
travelled from Melbourne to the Bluff. It may be stated, 
moreover, that the tale related by him as to his being in 
such destitute circumstances just prior to his advent to 
New Zealand has turned out to be as foundationless as 
many of his other statements, the real fact being that at 
the time of his being engaged to come to this colony he 
was discovered at what was evidently the breakfast in 
connection with the wedding which, if his own story 
were for one moment to be believed, never took place. 
It may be observed that while Kitchen lied persistently 
in his conversations in Dunedin, he lied neither consist-
ently nor artistically,—so much so that it would have 
been conceivable in him that he had not a better story to 
tell were it not that undoubtedly he had no idea that the 
press people in Dunedin were so accurately informed 
as to his recent proceedings on the other side. Before 
the lengthy interview to which reference has been made 
terminated, the suggestion was made to Kitchen that he 
had better do the “Pacific slope” as quickly as possible, 
or else he would have the detectives after him. To this 
Kitchen replied that he was without the means to go 
away, and would have to earn some money first.
It may be readily imagined that Kitchen was in no com-
fortable frame of mind when he realised that the expo-
sure of his imposture was complete. As one who had 
been connected with the Press for some time, he would 
recognise that the news would be flashed over the wires 
to all parts of the colony that night that the report of 
his death was a fiction, and that he was in Dunedin 
in disguise and under an assumed name. The knowl-
edge of his own misdeeds must have made it patent 
to him that it was unsafe to remain in Dunedin when 
once his identity as William Freeman Kitchen had been 
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established, and it requires no great stretch of the im-
agination to conceive with what agitated feelings he 
proceeded to his lodgings that night. It may be men-
tioned that it was while he was on his way home that 
he purchased the chloroform, which was subsequently 
found in his possession. His agitation attracted the at-
tention of Mrs Vane, who naturally inquired the cause 
of it, and was informed by him that he believed there 
was a warrant out for his arrest in connection with the 
Globe fire. She asked him whether it was not a fact that 
he had been exonerated; and his reply was that perhaps 
the police had obtained fresh evidence. As a matter of 
fact, though there was no such warrant in existence as 
he professed to believe, a warrant had actually been is-
sued that night for his arrest for wife desertion. Under 
any circumstances, in view of the possibility of a pros-
ecution for a more serious offence, it was clearly to his 
interest that he should “make himself scarce” as quickly 
as possible, and. he evidently realised that this was so. 
On the following morning he gained control of all the 
money that he could possibly lay his hands on, includ-
ing the private means of Mrs Vane, whom he induced 
by a plausible story to let him have on loan, and van-
ished from Dunedin. The detectives were on his track 
after he left, searching steamers and railway carriages, 
but their efforts to run him to earth proved unavailing. 
As is now known the man walked to the Taieri, where 
he took train for the south, to find that he had eluded 
the grasp of the detectives in one place, only, though 
under a fresh disguise, to fall into the clutches of a vigi-
lant officer at the Bluff.
Otago Daily Times 13 May 1893
The fugitive, “carefully got up as a sunburnt countryman 
in shabby attire, with a cosmetic freely used to alter the cut 
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of his eyebrows,” had left the train before Invercargill and 
walked to Bluff where he waited two days for the steamer. 
He had with him some chloroform and face paint. He was 
arrested on board the Melbourne-bound Manapouri by De-
tective William Maddern who was not sure he had the right 
man until Kitchen confessed all on the way to Invercargill on 
the tram. In Dunedin “the arrival of the train was awaited by 
a considerable number of people, many of whom followed 
Kitchen to the police station and hooted and jeered at him.” 
On Sunday morning, while in the lock-up, Kitchen told the 
watchhouse-keeper that he had swallowed the contents of 
an ounce bottle of chloroform. “Dr. Martin was immediately 
called in, and although the prisoner had an empty bottle la-
belled “Chloroform” in his possession he exhibited no symp-
toms of poisoning.” Kitchen was then taken to Wellington to 
face the charge of wife desertion.
With Kitchen now in Wellington, his “other wife,” “a Paris-
ian clairvoyant on her way to Chicago” according to Kitchen’s 
publicity, immediately continued her role as Madame Ara-
manda in Dunedin:
A member of our staff waited upon her at her rooms in 
Dowling street the other night, and, after a courteous 
reception, was treated to an exposition of her powers 
in palmistry. After careful measurement and examina-
tion of the left hand Madame Aramanda gave a detailed 
conversational description of the impressions conveyed 
to her mind by the examination, as to the physical, mor-
al, and intellectual attributes of our representative, and 
also told him her impressions of his past, present, and 
future life. Judging from her credentials Madame Ara-
manda is a clairvoyant and phrenologist of a high order.
Evening Star 15 May 1893
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Madame Aramanda announced that, “owing to the variety 
of amusements in the city she does not propose to give any 
public exhibition of her powers here, but she may be consult-
ed privately” and by the end of May, no doubt needing cash as 
Kitchen had taken any money the couple held, was advertis-
ing her services:
MADAME ARAMANDA, The celebrated CLAIRVOY-
ANT, PHRENOLOGIST, And SCIENTIFIC PALMIST, 
Having recovered from illness, May be consulted at 
BANDON VILLA, DOWLING STREET, ONE WEEK 
ONLY (until JUNE 3). Hours: 2 to 5 and 7 to 9. Fees: 
Half-a-guinea, and a Guinea.
Otago Daily Times 27 May 1893
By 3 June she had raised sufficient funds (a guinea was 
worth $200 in 1893) and headed north, performing at Thames 
and Auckland before returning to Australia at the end of July.
In the meantime Kitchen had appeared in the Wellington 
magistrate’s court to face the wife desertion charge. However, 
his actual wife, Annie, had not yet been consulted and mag-
istrate Thomas Hislop decided the action could not proceed. 
Kitchen was discharged with Inspector Pender complaining 
to the court that the police had been put to a great deal of 
expense for nothing. A Christchurch newspaper summed up 
the outrage felt by many:
The man ought to be prosecuted for bigamy by the au-
thorities. Apparently he is going to escape the ordeal of 
trial for bigamy, as he has escaped that of conviction for 
wife desertion; and the only proceedings he will have to 
endure are proceedings for divorce. This is eminently 
wrong. If Kitchen has broken the law he ought to be 
punished like any other criminal. If he has not he ought 
to be cleared of the charges against him, by due pro-
The Two Lawyerscxii
cess of law in open Court. If he escapes with nothing 
worse than a divorce suit—and he may get away from 
the country at any time, it will be a serious reflection on 
the administration of the law in New Zealand.
Lyttelton Times 25 May 1893
In September 1893 Annie Kitchen would be granted her 
divorce on the grounds of adultery and bigamy. Now in Ash-
hurst with her family, she almost immediately married local 
farmer Edward Palmer. Kitchen, of course, did not appear at 
the divorce hearing as on his release from the court in late 
May he had returned to Australia to be joined by Charlotte 
in August after her Madame Aramanda tour of New Zea-
land. Now, as “W. Freeman, B. A. secretary,” Kitchen managed 
Madame Aramanda’s publicity in his usual way:
In Sydney is Madame Aramanda from Paris, where she 
was for years connected with the Criminal Investiga-
tion Department, and of great service in the detection 
of crime. Madame Aramanda came to Australia two 
years ago, but met with severe illness and other trou-
bles, so that it is only recently that she made her debut 
in New Zealand. From that colony, as from other lands, 
she brings the most eulogistic press notices and private 
letter testifying to her mysterious powers as clairvoy-
ante, palmiste, &c. She announces particulars as to the 
practice of her art in our advertising columns.
Evening News (Sydney) 24 September 1893
During a visit to Dubbo in March 1894 Freeman was 
able to insinuate some publicity into the court news. Justice 
Windeyer had lamented the lack of a reliable identification 
system* and was informed that in their midst was a lady who 
could solve his problem. Madame Aramanda was in town and 
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had studied in Paris under the famous Professor Desbarolles 
whose scheme of using palm markings as identification was 
used by the French police. Kitchen told the paper that, “To the 
scientist the lines of no two palms are exactly similar, and this 
lends colour to the theory which has gained ground in scien-
tific circles of late years that these variations must have some 
significance if they could be interpreted, and this belief has 
created scientific palmistry, of which we have now among us 
so able an exponent.” Desbarolles died in 1886, meaning that 
Madame Aramanda, had she ever been to Paris, would have 
been of schoolgirl age when conferring with the great man!
After his divorce Kitchen had re-married Lottie Hannam 
in Sydney and during 1895 she stayed put with afternoon 
readings given at a room in The Strand but after that Madame 
Aramanda seems to have retired temporarily from show busi-
ness. Kitchen became involved in politics and was the founder 
and secretary of the Patriotic League of Prudent Federation 
during the debate on the federation of the states as well as 
editing Australian Field, “a journal for squatters, sportsmen, 
farm & fireside” published by Colonel Harry Lassetter of the 
giant retail firm F. Lassetter and Co.
In March 1897 Kitchen charged William Astley, a Bulletin 
writer, with false pretences but lost the case and suffered the 
embarrassment of hearing the judge tell the court, “The case 
resolved itself into a question of veracity between Kitchen and 
the accused, and I am decidedly of opinion that the balance 
was all in favor of the accused. Mr Astley, I have pleasure in 
discharging you from custody.”
Almost at once Kitchen was in court again, charging John 
Norton of Truth with libel. The matter was a complicated one 
and Kitchen lost his case. During the trial his own transgres-
sions were raised but, luckily, much of his past was not fully 
revealed when certain evidence was adjudged to be inadmis-
sible in this particular trial. Messing with Truth opened Kitch-
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en to quite vicious attacks from that newspaper which since 
its beginning in 1890 had become a widely-read scandal sheet 
which knew how to titillate its readers and boost circulation, 
just as its New Zealand edition would do from 1905. Extracts 
from one of its articles about Kitchen emphasise the level of 
odium with which he was regarded by some Australians:
He seems to have been first known to fame in the soap 
and candle line at Wellington; which may, perhaps, ac-
count for his slippery, not to say slimy character and 
brilliant parts. Finding that his soap would not wash, 
and that he could not “burn the candle at both ends” 
in Wellington, he flitted to Dunedin, where he reap-
peared in the role of an author, and published a sort of a 
sensational yarn or novelette under the significant title 
of “He Who Digged a Pit,” an achievement with which 
William Freeman Kitchen seems to have become famil-
iar by constant practice at digging pitfalls for his dupes, 
and very often for his benefactors.
Like all pit-diggers of his type (who, though crafty as 
snakes, have not the courage of lice, either in a physical 
or a moral sense), he forgot those wise words which Sol-
omon’s mother taught him—“Whoso diggeth a pit shall 
fall therein; and he that rolleth a stone it shall return 
upon him.” This precious piece of fiction its concoctor 
described as “A Tale founded on Fact.” It turned out to 
be a tale without beginning or end; something like the 
career of the writer, who then called himself “William 
Freeman,” not altogether inappropriately, the said Free-
man proving himself to be exceptionally free in a vari-
ety of ways, as we shall soon see.
“He who Digged a Pit” was inscribed, in a somewhat 
high falutin’ dedication of the slimy sort, “To the Hon. 
George Fisher, Minister of Education,” who wrote a 
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preface to the work slavishly dedicated to himself, 
which preface begins thus: “It is my birthday, the 25th 
December—a day of calm and peace, and full of pleas-
ant remembrances, but a day, to me, burdened with the 
consciousness that a promise to a friend remains unful-
filled. That promise I to-day redeem with a Christmas 
good will, and with a feeling of hope that all that is best 
may follow; for my undertaking was to aid a courageous 
and enthusiastic young friend who stands at the begin-
ning of a path which I myself have trod—who stands, 
indeed, at the threshold of a career beset with cares and 
anxieties, but a career, I trust, in my young friend’s case, 
which may lead on to distinction, if not to fortune.” Af-
ter this degrading display of dedicatory prelatorial mu-
tual backscratching, “William Freeman,” not surfeited 
or even satisfied with this big bolus of bunkum, adds 
an “Introductory Note,” at the end of which he preten-
tiously states: “More than is generally supposed rests 
upon the fate of ‘He Who Digged a Pit.’ When I first read 
it to my wife to relieve the monotony of her sick bed, 
she said diffidently it was ‘Rather Nice.’ When the M.S. 
had been read and emphatically approved by friends, 
she thought it ‘Very Nice!’ When it had been published 
in the ‘Evening Herald,’ and there was no doubt as to 
the popular verdict, she pronounced it ‘Very good, in-
deed!’ What my wife’s ultimate opinion of the tale will 
be, therefore, rests, reader, with you, and the verdict is 
on that account waited for with more than the usual de-
gree of interest by the Author.”
This preposterous piece of abortive self-puffing puts the 
personality of this Freeman in its proper position before 
the public— that of a pretentious prig, and in the light 
of subsequent events, lets a lurid light in upon the idi-
otic idiosyncrasies of an insufferable egotism. Freeman 
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fondly relieving the monotony of his wife’s sick bed is, 
indeed, a revelation to those who know him as a wife 
deserter and alleged bigamist, for it is in this dual char-
acter that he is best known in New Zealand.
Truth 4 April 1897
At the time the dedication to Freeman’s book was written 
the recently-appointed Minister of Education, George Fisher, 
had been mayor of Wellington and would later be a mem-
ber of the Liberal Party. Freeman’s father Joseph had been a 
staunch supporter of Fisher when he stood for parliament 
and the two were fellow committee members of the 1885 New 
Zealand Industrial Exhibition. William Freeman would have 
met Fisher at this time. Fisher had been chief reporter of the 
Wellington Independent but his flowery writing in the dedica-
tion may just be a reflection of his well-known bonhomie and 
fondness for a convivial drink.
The viciousness of the Truth onslaughts would not have 
surprised Freeman but, as later events will suggest, they no 
doubt deeply affected him. The Truth attack, while telling the 
Madame Aramanda story, did not mention the name of Lottie 
Hannam who by August 1897 was back on stage as “a young 
English actress Elsie Lander” and her publicity included state-
ments about her having “starred in roles only attempted by the 
most celebrated artistes” during a tour through America. The 
promotional material was packed with detail: The San Fran-
cisco Examiner: “Miss Lander deserves, every credit for her 
finished performance of a difficult part.” American Art and 
Drama: “Little Miss Elsie Lander has made a great success of 
the part of Kitty. Her daring leaps and workmanlike use of ri-
fle and revolver have caught on amazingly.” The Duelling Bul-
letin (San Francisco): “Much of the success of the piece is due 
to Miss Elsie Lander. Her death scene is one of the cleverest 
bits of realism we have seen on the stage anywhere.” Kitchen, 
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in using the title “The Duelling Bulletin” is referring to the 
history of duelling by newspapermen in San Francisco’s ear-
ly days. In 1856 the editor of the San Francisco Bulletin had 
been shot dead by a disgruntled politician. By 1897 it had a 
solid reputation for theatrical coverage but it had never actu-
ally seen Elsie Lander in action. The fact that no-one in the 
United States seemed to have heard of her prompted Truth to 
comment: “Mr W. Freeman Kitchen was interesting himself 
in connection with this Elsie Lander, and in fact was the indi-
vidual who first produced to light the aforesaid notices galore, 
then people naturally began to feel uneasy.” 
The paper kept digging. It revealed that the plays with 
which Miss Lander were opening her tour were written by 
Rhys Byrne who was actually William Kitchen. The paper 
hinted that the works owed much to the writings of prolific 
American author Archibald Clavering Gunter and that they 
might be of interest to his copyright agents. While Lottie was 
organising the opening of her tour in Brisbane, Kitchen gave 
lectures opposing federation in various Queensland centres. 
Once the season opened reviews were positive: “The title role 
was presented by Miss Elsie Lander, who, though suffering 
from temporary illness, displayed creditable skill in a char-
acter of many phases, demanding vivacious, emotional, and 
even tragic representation” (Brisbane Courier). However, a 
few nights into the run “Miss Lander” fell 15 feet from the 
proscenium during rehearsal and was slightly concussed but 
carried on for the performance that night. The next night, 
though, she cancelled the show. Within a few days she was 
well enough to resume the season and the company presented 
more of their repertoire during December, but back in Syd-
ney, a real tragedy had been enacted. 
William Kitchen had returned home to Potts Point and on 
7 December committed suicide by cutting his throat. 
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The landlady of the house knocked repeatedly at the 
door of his room, and, on receiving no response from 
within, communicated with the police. Constable Ham-
ilton went to the house, burst open the door of Kitchen’s 
room which was locked on the inside, and found him 
lying in an enfeebled condition on the bed, with a gap-
ing razor wound in his throat. A blood-stained razor 
was found on the floor, and it was evident that Kitchen 
had suffered an extensive loss of blood. Dr. Cohen, of 
Darlinghurst, who was immediately called in, ordered 
Kitchen’s removal to St. Vincent’s Hospital. He died in 
that institution shortly before 6 o’clock without having 
made any statement.
Goulburn Evening Penny Post 9 December 1897
It was reported that news of his wife’s accident had made 
him despondent and the inquest heard that he had told the 
landlady he feared an attack of brain fever was coming on. 
His old enemy Truth newspaper commented, “Scheme after 
scheme he would formulate and endeavour to put into opera-
tion. The means were as nought—the end was all in all. Some 
failed, some succeeded, but the latter disastrous cataclysm of 
nearly his whole ‘box of tricks’ may afford some reliable clue 
to the unfortunately rash act which placed him for ever where 
the wicked cease from troubling and the weary are at rest. Let 
us hope that ‘After life’s fitful fever, he sleeps well.’”*
There was praise in the papers for his literary abilities and 
his political energy and regret that in the end he had so few 
friends. Said one writer, “Though much under 40 years of age 
at the time of his death, his comparatively brief span was sin-
gularly romantic, and it reads more like a chapter of love and 
crime from the ‘Bow Bells’* or ‘Family Herald’* than a true 
story of real life.”
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In Dunedin, where William Kitchen had become an object 
of general ridicule, at least one man was prepared to defend 
him, or at least his writing ability:
TO THE EDITOR.
   Sir, —May I add a few lines to your too brief notice of 
William Freeman Kitchen? Life is so easy for the gen-
eral public—ay, even for those who once professed their 
friendship for a man —to lose all recollection of his vir-
tues in contemplation of his errors. No man, or best or 
worst of us, is all of virtue or of vice compact, and it is the 
balance leans to one side or the other that we are helps 
or hindrances for progress. I knew William Freeman 
Kitchen as man knows man —with a keen conscious-
ness of unexplored remainders, but well enough to see 
some admirable traits in a most; complex character, and 
to believe that in the end the nobler part of him would 
win the day. In one particular few who can speak with 
knowledge of the subject will differ from me— and that 
is, Kitchen’s literary power. A study of his early work, 
short tales, and essays, and the novelette entitled “He 
Who Digged a Pit,” convinced me years ago—and I still 
hold by the conviction—that in the ranks of the prize 
writers of New Zealand there has never been a man of 
greater promise than the one who has just left us with 
his task undone. The last night that I saw him, when his 
boat detained at Oamaru, he found me out at Meadow-
bank, up the North road, we sat till all hours talking let-
ters. Kitchen sketched out the plan of a new book—his 
last conception, one that in my opinion would have won 
him recognition as a new force in literature. These years 
since I have looked and waited for the announcement of 
that book; but it was not to be. Poor fellow, he was never 
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able to rise to that magnificent patience that can wait 
God’s time, and on that patience conquer all.
I am, David William Murray Burn.* Maryhill.
Otago Daily Times 11 December 1897
In Brisbane Elsie Lander and her company continued to 
perform but the season was regarded as unsuccessful and a 
benefit concert was planned for the actress at the end of De-
cember. On the anniversary of Kitchen’s death she ensured 
he was not forgotten and inserted a newspaper In Memoriam 
notice in December 1898:
KITCHEN. In sad and loving remembrance of my dear 
husband, William Freeman Kitchen, who departed this 
life at Potts Point, Sydney, on December 7, 1897. 
O, little did I think when I clasped thy loving hand,
And bade thee good-bye,
That never more should I see thee,
But return to find thee in thy grave.
Inserted by his loving wife, E. F. Kitchen.
The Sydney Morning Herald 7 December 1898
By 1899 Elsie was back on the stage with touring compa-
nies as Elsie Lander although during 1900 she returned briefly 
as Madame Aramanda in a show at Cairns and Mackay which 
featured waxworks and two female “giants” (Clara, 39 stone 
4lb; and another at 25 stone). She toured much of New South 
Wales and Victoria during the next year or so, earning no-
tices like “Miss Lander is the best actress that had ever visited 
Muswellbrook” and “Elsie Lander’s impersonation of a raving 
maniac in a padded cell proved a little too harrowing for a 
Tivoli audience.”
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By 1903 she was running classes for dancing and elocu-
tion and was still on stage in 1908 after which she appears to 
have followed the path of many actresses and ended up as a 
barmaid. In 1911 she was a barmaid at the Commercial Hotel 
in Stawell, north-west of Melbourne. She had been the money 
holder for a group of patrons who bought a ticket in the sweep 
for the Hobart Cup and it drew first prize of £500 ($1 mil-
lion in 2018). When Elsie stated it was her own ticket which 
won, not that of the syndicate, and claimed all the prize the 
syndicate took her to court. After a protracted hearing which 
revealed that Elsie had been dismissed from the Commercial 
Hotel and was now at the Exchange Hotel, Rushworth, about 
150 miles to the east, she was awarded about £300 [$600,000] 
from the prize money. With her winnings Elsie Lander/Char-
lotte Hannam disappears from public view, wealthy enough to 
give up acting and barmaiding. 
But the melodrama of the life of William Freeman Kitchen 
has one more twist. In 1929, more than thirty years after his 
death, this notice appeared in the Australian papers:
KITCHEN. If William Freeman Kitchen, son of Joseph 
Kitchen whose family, it is believed, emigrated to Mel-
bourne, Australia, about 1870 or 1872, will communi-
cate with Kenshole, solicitor, Aberdare, Wales, the ex-
ecutor to the estate of Margaret Rose Smart, deceased, 
late of Burnham, Somersetshire, England, he will hear 
something to his advantage.
The Australasian 3 August 1929
The stories of William Southan, John Barr and William 
Kitchen have provided something of the landscape in which 
colonial writers of the late nineteenth-century plied their 
craft. It remains now to present one of the products of that 
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CHAPTER I
On the beach, near the junction of the Main South Road and 
Sod Town,* in the township of Timaru, N. Z., there stands a 
two-storey wooden building of some fourteen rooms. It is 
surrounded by a beautiful garden, in which there is evidence 
of refined taste displayed. The house wears a mournful aspect, 
as well it might, for its late owner, Charles Lunny* Perryman, 
had breathed his last on the previous evening. The groom and 
gardener are standing together talking at the stable door; they 
show more signs of sorrow than are usually depicted on the 
faces of any of our employés when we are in trouble.
“So he leaves,” says John the groom, “all his affairs, I hear, 
in perfect order.”
“So they say,” returned Jackson. “He did everything prop-
erly ever since I have known him, and his last act has been in 
keeping with his previous ones, for I never knew or worked 
for one anyway like him.”
“Nor I,” returned John, “but I suppose Mr Frank will now 
carry on his father’s practice, for you know he was called to 
the bar last January, but as yet he has not done any Court busi-
ness, though he intended relieving his father for his proposed 
trip to Sydney.”
“Yes, so I believe. The son, too, is a thorough specimen of 
an English gentleman, and will, I am sure, soon be liked as 
well in the profession as was his father.”
“Yes, he must, for who could ever know father or son with-
out liking them. I know I could not from the very first, for 
they were always so very good and kind, and never said a 
word to make you feel hurt—not even when one was wrong.”
“I wonder now if Mr Frank will keep things on as usual, for 
I suppose he will at once take affairs in hand, as I believe the 
principal part is left to him by the will.”
“Of that we shall know soon enough; but there is one thing 
very certain, we shall never have a better master than our late 
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one. All I say is, I am very sorry he is gone, for I have learnt 
to know now when I’ve got hold of a good thing, and conse-
quently do not wish to run the risk of any change.”
We will now enter the house and see who are the sorrowers, 
for there are three—Mrs Perryman, Frank, and Maud. Mrs 
Perryman is a fine specimen of an English lady. She is above 
the medium height, and her regular, clear cut features show 
that in her youth she must have been a handsome woman; 
but a close observer would at once pronounce her too trust-
ing, and also to lack firmness. Maud is a very handsome girl, 
for she has inherited her mother’s good looks, while she was, 
unlike her, possessed of much firmness and determination of 
purpose, and could look a difficulty straight in the face, and 
do all in her power to overcome it. It is necessary that Frank 
should be described more carefully, as my story has most to 
do with him. He is scarcely up to the medium height, being 
about five feet seven,* and of stout build. In complexion fair, 
large full eyes, broad and intellectual forehead, the nose nearly 
straight and inclined to be Roman, the mouth rather small—
in fact, too small for a man, for it showed want of decision. As 
a man of business, he was much liked for his straightforward 
manly way, and nobody could accuse him of having broken 
faith with anyone.
“Maud, my dear,” said Mrs Perryman, “I am sure I do not 
know what we shall do without your poor dear father. I feel I 
shall not long survive his loss.”
“You must keep up, mother dear; you know we must all go 
sooner or later, and we have this solace, that our dear father 
was a good man when alive, and has, thank God, left his fam-
ily well provided for.”
“Oh, Maud, how can you, under the circumstances, think 
at all about money matters? I do not know I am sure; I would 
sooner he were here, if we had not a shilling.”
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“Mother,” said Frank, “we must all bow to the decree of 
Him above, who deemed it best to take our father from us; for 
it is, to my way of thinking, a sin to dispute which is right or 
otherwise. He was, as Maud has just said, a good father and 
husband, and also a good man; for I verily believe that he tried 
to keep the one commandment of all others—‘Do unto others 
as you would they should do unto you’; and he who holds to 
that must be good. It is true he very seldom went to church, 
for you know he did not like the mere display of religion; and 
further, he considered there was too much hypocrisy with the 
majority of church-goers. I only trust I may be as good a man. 
And after all, are we not taught to believe that he is better off? 
So we should not, under the circumstances, wish him back. 
Of course we all wish he was not gone, as is but natural; but I 
see no more reason to repine over the leaving than the coming 
into the world.”
“Ah, Frank,” said Mrs Perryman, “you are so much wiser 
than I, and your father has been with you so much of late that 
he has imbued you with his good and sensible notions; and, 
now you speak as you do, I feel much comforted, for of course 
Maud and I will have you to cheer us up when we are down-
hearted, and you will not think of marrying, Frank, will you?”
“Marrying, mother; I have no such thought—in fact, at 
present I know no lady who would exactly suit me, so you 
may rest contented there is no probability of my doing other-
wise than as you wish.”
“Oh, I am so thankful, Frank, and will now leave you for 
the present, for I must have just a few minutes to myself,” and 
with this Mrs Perryman left the room.
“Frank,” said Maud, “of course, you will continue your fa-
ther’s practice.”
“Oh, yes, to be sure I shall; I wish I had had a little more 
experience, but of course we must abide by the decision of 
Him above, and never complain.”
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The housemaid now entered and left a tray, on which were 
two cards with the names of Mr and Miss Hobart.
“Who are these people, Frank?” asked Maud. “I don’t re-
member hearing of them before.”
“They are the new solicitor and his sister, who have not 
long arrived from Victoria,” answered Frank. “I have met Ho-
bart, and asked him to call; but I suppose when he called and 
found that our dear father was dead, he just left cards, intend-
ing to call again.”
“Have you seen the sister, Frank?”
“No, Maud, I have not; but they say she is very pretty.”
“And what is Mr Hobart like, Frank? Tell me all about him.”
“Well then, he is about two inches taller than myself, of 
rather spare build, hair of a sandy hue, complexion rather 
florid, the eyes of a dark grey colour, but never does he seem 
to look you straight in the face, for when you look at him, 
his eyes seem to wander in another direction; his nose is nei-
ther Roman, aquiline, or Grecian, but simply straight up and 
down; his forehead is not what you would call a good one, as 
it declines too much, and tapers off at each side; the jaw, too, 
is far too massive, and gives him too much of a bull-dog look. 
But looks are not to be considered much, as I think him a very 
nice fellow, and for one reason more than all—he is poor, and 
he tells you so, for he told me when we had our first chat. He 
seems, too, to be very candid in his style, and makes you feel 
as though you had known him ever so long—in fact, you do 
not seem anyway strange with him after the first five minutes.”
“Has he commenced practice yet, Frank?”
“Oh, yes; but I am told he is too poor to furnish his office. 
Whale, our head clerk, says that his only seat is a red box, 
which has on some previous occasion contained spirits! And 
as to what his table is, Whale says he does not know, as it is 
completely covered with green baize.”
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“His must certainly look a very stylish law office; one would 
think he would feel ashamed of such furniture.”
“On the contrary, he does not seem so, for Whale says he 
often refers to it, and says that if he can ever find sufficient 
business, he will buy or have a table and chair made; ‘and,’ 
he continued, ‘it will be soon enough to get chairs for clients 
when I have any, but so far none have turned up.’ ”
“He must be rather a remarkable man,” said Maud. “I al-
most wish to see him, to hear if he will tell me he is poor. Is he 
married, Frank?”
“Yes, so I am informed; but so far his wife has not arrived. 
She no doubt either awaits his success, or possibly funds to 
bring her over.”
“Poor fellow, I am so sorry for him. What a strange thing 
that he should be so badly off. Does he drink, or gamble, or 
how can any solicitor be poor? I thought there never were 
poor solicitors. How do you account for it, Frank?”
“Well, possibly he has not long passed the bar,* and his 
friends may not be able to help him in any way.”
“Ah, true; there may be many reasons one never thinks of 
until circumstances force them upon us, Frank. When is our 
poor father’s funeral arranged to take place?”
“The day after tomorrow, and the same day his will will be 
read, and the day after I think I shall try and induce mother 
and yourself to take a trip to Dunedin, and you can both then 
if you wish, stay there a week or two, and I will return alone. 
It will then not be so severe on either mother or you to come 
home again. What do you think, Maud?”
“What do I think, Frank? I think you are all generosity. You 
think only of us and never of yourself, for I know you will 
grieve for the loss of father as much as, or more than any of 
us; and yet you look after us and neglect yourself, for you will 
have his memory ever before you when you are always in the 
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house and in the office, where you have been so used to see 
him.”
“True enough, dear Maud, so far; but then, you know, I 
shall have my business to occupy my thoughts, for of course it 
must be looked after.”
“I know, Frank, that is all very well; but cannot Whale and 
the other clerks do all that without you, so that you also can 
stay in Dunedin with us? You require change as much or more 
than any of us, for you have worked very hard lately—in fact, 
too hard, for you have been studying very closely; and when 
our dear father lived you were ever by his side, to the very last 
moment.”
“I did no more than I should have done, and very little at 
that. But now it is imperative that I should stick close to my 
work, for my father’s last request was that I would do all I pos-
sibly could to keep the business together, as he would have 
liked me to earn a name for myself. And further, you know I 
must do so for your sake, for I shall have to study very hard 
before I can be as proficient as our dear father; and while I 
am young I must not lose time. So, dear Maud, I must as a fa-
vour ask you not to press me, for if our mother gets the notion 
into her head, we shall never satisfy her without; while, if she 
does not think of it, she will take our suggestion as a matter 
of course.”
“Very well, Frank, if you wish it shall be so; but I feel you 
are too generous.”
“We will not talk about generosity just yet, Maud, for my 
generosity is as much for self as otherwise, as I am most anx-
ious to do and keep our poor father’s last wish.”
* * * * *
It is the day of the funeral, and the last rites have been per-
formed for the deceased gentleman. Mrs Perryman has retired 
to rest, as she declared she was quite worn out and could not 
endure the hearing of the will read, much as Frank and Maud 
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tried to persuade her that she should be present. They are all 
assembled in the drawing room, a very spacious apartment, 
the walls of which are panelled up to the height of 4ft. 6in., and 
above there are placed specimens of Egyptian statuary, life-
size. This gives the room the appearance of a small public hall 
rather than the drawing room of a gentleman; but Perryman 
senior was always considered very eccentric, and had often 
declared he would not have his house like any other person’s. 
At the one end of the room sits Mr J. G. Frierland,* a brother 
solicitor and an old friend of the late Mr Perryman; he is there 
to perform the last office to the dead, viz., the reading of the 
will. Next to him on the right sits Frank, who seems much cast 
down; next to him again, Maud, who is in tears, for she always 
manages to keep up best when alone with her brother and 
mother. The servants are all assembled, for the old gentleman 
has forgotten none, and unlike most cases of the sort there is 
no jealousy, neither Maud nor Frank seeming to trouble how 
much there is left to anyone else. In the corner of the room, 
on the right hand of Frank, sits a young lady whom we have 
not so far observed. She sits in the deep shadow, and is almost 
out of sight, but we will try and describe her. She is about 
twenty-one years of age, and her graceful figure more realises 
the ideal of some famed sculptor than what we generally find 
in nature. The face, were it not for the wealth of fair hair, the 
expressive eyes, would not be considered beautiful; still there 
is something winning about her, and the more one looks the 
more one must incline to say she has a sweet face. Her face is 
emblematical of her disposition, for she is indeed a true and 
whole-hearted girl. She appears as we now see her the saddest 
of all the inmates, but no tear escapes her. She looks in the 
direction of Frank when she can do so unobserved, and seems 
to regard him with the fondness of a mother or sister; she ap-
pears to try and guard her looks as much as possible, when 
observed does not seem to notice him at all. She is at present 
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staying as companion to Maud Perryman, for she is an old 
friend, her sister having been Maud’s first governess.
“Now,” said Mr Frierland, in a deep, low voice, “if you are 
ready, I will read the last will and testament of my late dear 
friend, Charles Lunny Perryman.” All being still he com-
mences.
Last Will and Testament of Charles Lunny Perryman, 
late of Timaru, in the Provincial District of Canterbury, 
and Colony of New Zealand, and formerly of Hammer-
smith, London, Barrister and Solicitor.
I, CHARLES L. PERRYMAN, &c., &c., give and bequeath 
to my dearly beloved wife, Maud Elizabeth, my dwelling 
house and land, situate at the junction of Main South 
Road and North Road,* Timaru, aforesaid; also all fur-
niture and effects therein; also my farm land of 380 
acres (more or less) situate at Salt Water Creek,* Tima-
ru, aforesaid, and further, the sum of £5000 now lying in 
deposit account at the Bank of New Zealand, Timaru.*
To my son, Frank William, I give and bequeath all that 
property in Main South Road, and known as Perryman’s 
Buildings,* being section — r.s.—; also all my library, 
furniture, and effects in and upon the said premises, 
and further, the sum of £3000, now lying to credit in 
deposit account in the Bank of New Zealand, Timaru; 
and further, the business and goodwill of same, and my 
blessing.
To Maud, my only daughter, I give and bequeath the an-
nual sum of £400; or, in the event of her marrying, the 
principal, should she so desire it, from which the said 
annuity is derived, and my blessing.
To Louisa Branscombe,* my daughter Maud’s compan-
ion, I give and bequeath the sum of £1000, and my best 
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wishes for her future welfare, knowing as I do that she is 
deserving of the best that can befall her.
To each of my household servants I give and bequeath 
the sum of £50, or a freehold section to that value, at 
each one’s option.
I now having completed this my last will and testament, 
which is all done by my own hand, also appoint James 
George Frierland as the sole executor of this my last act 
and deed.
As witness my hand, &c., &c.
CHARLES L. PERRYMAN.
There is silence in the room when the reading of the will is 
finished, but now from out of the corner there is a sigh, and 
then when all turn to look from whence it comes, poor Louie, 
as she is called in the house, gives another short sigh, and be-
fore anyone can go over to her, she falls in a dead faint. This 
of course prevented any show of emotion from anyone else, 
as all were now busy in attending to her wants. Maud was the 
first to pick her up, at least to kneel and clasp her round the 
neck, saying as she did so, “Oh, my poor Louie, do look up, 
or I shall fear you are dead, and shall be lost without you.” By 
this time water was brought, and after a quantity had been 
applied, and her hands gently rubbed by Frank, she gradually 
opened her eyes, and in a very few minutes was herself again.
“Oh, Maud, Miss Perryman, I beg pardon, I hope you will 
forgive me for making such a display of my feelings, but I re-
ally could not help it when I thought how good and kind your 
father always was to me when alive, and further, how kind 
he is to me at parting. Oh, what a pity, dear Maud, that such 
kind-hearted people ever die when the world is so much in 
want of them.”
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“True, dear Louie, but do not remind me too much of that, 
or you will make me give way too.”
“I will try, Maud, to remember in future; but you will par-
don me this time, for you know how foolish and fretful I am.”
“I know you, Louie, you are all good intentions, and that is 
all I wish to know; but we must away to our own rooms. I see 
Mr Frierland and Frank in close converse, so if we stay here 
we may interrupt them, and as it is probably business they are 
discussing, we will avoid disturbing them.” With this the two 
young ladies left the room.
“I do not like the look of the man, Frank,” are the first 
words said, after the two ladies have got clear of the room. 
“You know it is wrong to express our likes and dislikes with-
out having a knowledge, but I can’t help it. That free and easy 
style is to me only put on for the occasion, and when he tells 
one how poor he is, depend upon it there is some reason for 
his being so, as well as method in him telling everyone. There 
can, however, be no reasonable excuse, for he has been a bar-
rister now over five years, and with his ability depend upon it 
there is a screw loose somewhere.”
“How beautiful his sister is,” Frank replies, in a mechanical 
manner, “and how unlike him.”
“Yes, Miss Hobart is certainly a fine-looking woman, and 
to me she looks too good to belong to the same family.”
“There now you are going too far, Frierland. She is not 
like him in feature, I admit, but then it does not always fol-
low that brother and sister are to be alike in looks, or even 
in disposition.”
“I never saw two of one family who were not in some way 
alike but that there existed a mystery, Frank, and I have, as 
you know, studied phrenology* very hard, and I cannot see 
any similarity whatever between Hobart and his sister. Ho-
bart to me seems—if you have his head out of sight and only 
judge him by his acts and deeds so far as we know him—to 
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be a genial good-hearted, confiding fellow; but when I look 
at his head I can see the cool, calculating, hard man of the 
world, and even worse faults than that. But I will say no more 
now, Frank, only be on your guard with him, and although 
you treat him with all friendliness, keep what I have just told 
you in sight if you have any business transactions with him.”
“Thanks, Frierland, I will, but I must say I think you are 
mistaken this time.”
“I only trust I am, Frank, but you will do well to take notice 
of what I say.”
“Of that you may rest assured, for I know you tell me for 
my personal good, and I will observe things.”
“Well, Frank, I must leave you now, for the next coach* to 
Christchurch, as you know, goes early tomorrow morning, 
and I wish, as I told you, to have a look at my Temuka prop-
erty today, so if you will make my excuses to your mother and 
the young ladies I will get away at once; and, Frank, by the 
way, you have a perfect gem of a girl in that Miss Branscombe, 
or my phrenological study has been time wasted.” 
“Yes, she is a good girl, I think,” answered Frank.
“A good girl; she is one of the best I ever saw, or I am a 
Dutchman,” * replied Frierland. “But for the present, good-
bye, Frank, and all I have told you today try and observe, 
and time will tell.” Time, yes time, the revealer alone of great 
events, will show how far Mr J. G. Frierland is right, and how 
far wrong. Hitherto in his calculations on phrenology he has 
been very near the mark, but in this case we will see, and to do 
so we must now turn to another chapter.
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CHAPTER II
“John Hobart, Solicitor and Notary Public,” is now written 
in large letters over the window of one of the offices in Frank 
Perryman’s building, for Mr Hobart has become so intimate 
with Frank that he has gone as far as to let him have an office, 
and further, often places work in Hobart’s hands, for Frank 
has inherited a fine practice from his father, and can easily 
afford to be a little generous. We will now walk in to Frank’s 
office and see what is going on. He is sitting behind an or-
dinary office table, and on his left hand is Mr Hobart. It is 
between four and five o ’ clock p.m., and all the bustle of the 
day’s business is over.
“Well, Frank, you are indeed a lucky man,” says Hobart, “to 
have all this thrown at you, as it were. How very different from 
my lot. When I had passed my last examination, and was pre-
pared for practice, I was the lawful possessor of the sum of 2s 
6d, for I had expended all else, and my father was not then in 
a position to help me in any way. And do you know, Frank, I 
have never since had any luck, for as soon as I think I am fairly 
started, I find myself again a loser in some way, and again I am 
thrown back; but an old crone in Tasmania once told me that 
all that had happened would happen—that in the present year 
I should have the most complete success; so, as the past has 
come true, I only trust the future may.”
“I am sure I trust it may, Hobart, and I shall be only too 
glad if at any time I can in any way assist you. You may be sure 
I shall, for since I have known you, although it is certainly but 
a very short time, still I feel as though we had been acquainted 
from my childhood, so familiar do I feel with you.”
“And I, Perryman, feel similarly towards you; in fact when 
I first saw you I was under the impression I had known you 
before. By the way, I see it is five o ’ clock . I go home now, but 
if you have no particular place to go to-night I wish you would 
give me a call. Of course you know my quarters are not at all 
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luxurious, but if you will do us the honour, we shall be glad to 
see you, for there will be no one there but Clara and myself.”
“I shall have much pleasure in looking in if you will not 
think me intruding,” said Frank.
“Not at all, my boy; I know I shall not, and Clara has asked 
me several times why you do not come up, as she has so few 
acquaintances here.” Frank’s cheek blushed visibly at this, and 
it was very apparent that Hobart observed it.
“I shall then come up to-night,” said Frank, “so if you are 
going now I will walk along with you, for, I presume, you are 
on your way home.”
“Yes, I shall go home now, and before you arrive to-night I 
shall draft that lease which I have undertaken for you.”
“My dear Hobart,” said Frank, taking his arm, “you are 
foolish to bother your head about that to-night, for you can 
do it at your leisure, and, as you know, if you do require any 
pecuniary assistance, why, allow me to assist you, as I have 
before offered to do.” 
“Frank, as I said before, I am more thankful to you than I 
can find words to express; but also, as I told you, I will now lay 
a foundation, and before I use money in any way I will earn 
it, and then any progress I make I shall be sure of, for I shall 
know at least that I owe nothing, and what little I do I will not 
be working a dead horse.” *
“I admire your principle, but if you look on things in that 
light take what I offer you as a gift, for I assure you you are 
only too welcome.”
“Of that I am assured. Thanks all the same for your kind 
and generous offer, but I have made up my mind, Frank, and 
if in any business way you can assist me I shall deem it the 
greatest favour, but I will not take any loan; or, in fact, any-
thing but what I earn.”
“Your independence of spirit cannot but be admired, Ho-
bart, and with your principles you are sure of success sooner 
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or later. I shall deem it my duty to render you any other little 
assistance that lies in my power; and now as I see I am at my 
gate I will, unless you will come in and have dinner with me, 
bid you adieu until I see you this evening.”
“Until this evening then let it be, and so for the present, 
adieu,” and Hobart, waving his hand, walked on, evidently 
deep in thought.
When he arrived at home—where he lived or boarded, I 
should say, for the house and all its contents were the prop-
erty of the landlord, who resided in a two-roomed place at the 
rear—just as Hobart was about to enter, the door was opened 
from the inside and he was met by Clara, his supposed sister, 
but of this relationship the reader will soon have a very differ-
ent opinion.
“Ah, John,” she exclaims, “I am so glad you have arrived, for 
I began to think you were never coming.”
But here I will pause, and before going further will try and 
paint for the reader the features of the so-called Miss Hobart. 
She is in height rather above the usual stature of women, her 
figure is so perfect that it would alone be sufficient to make al-
most any man fall in love with her at first sight; but if her figure 
make one admire her, what will her features do? In some cases 
they may drive one to the highest pitch of joy; or again, under 
other circumstances, they are enough to drive one mad. But 
I must let my readers know more and have their own opin-
ion. The nose is of that Grecian type one so very seldom sees; 
the mouth, which is not to say small, but so beautifully cut, 
the upper lip slightly curling at each extremity, and the cen-
tre slightly rising and forming, as it were, into ripe fruit, so 
beautifully red is it; the chin seems to be one taper from the 
forehead down, and in its centre there is the prettiest of dim-
ples; the eyes are in themselves quite enough beauty for any 
one face, so wonderfully expressive are they, shining like two 
of the brightest orbs one ever beheld; the complexion, too, is 
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perfection, while on each cheek is a beautiful bright colour 
that rivals the loveliest of pink roses; the eyelashes are long, 
and seem always to be drooping, and the eyebrows constitute 
the only fault (if fault you could call it), for they are, perhaps, 
too full; the hair is of a very bright auburn, in fact between 
what vulgar people call red and auburn; her hands are of the 
smallest you can imagine, with the prettiest of taper fingers.
“And so you missed me for once then, Clara; well, I am 
both glad and sorry—glad you missed me, and sorry I kept 
you waiting, but I could not help it, as I stayed talking to that 
young fool, Frank Perryman; but you know he may, in fact 
shall be, so useful to me that I must tolerate him at least for 
the present, but when he has served my purpose he may go 
to —”
“Stay, John,” she said, “be like me and all else.”
“No, Clara, not you for apart from all my motives of self-
aggrandisement, I love you, though I know I am often too 
cruel, but the die is cast—I am powerless to prevent the issue 
of events.”
“But, John, when will this cease; will it go on for ever, or 
will there be an end to it before death parts us? You know you 
have now promised me on each occasion that a similar affair 
has happened that it is the last one, but what do I find? I find 
you again take to the old evil, and all my hopes of returning 
home are gone, and you are again a beggar—for I can call it by 
no other name.”
“Clara, do not upbraid me now, for I promise you most 
solemnly that this time I have success before me, and with 
your aid I will grasp it. Stay,” he continued, as she was about to 
speak, “Frank Perryman will visit us to-night, and already he 
is in love with you I know — I am sure of it. You must encour-
age him, aye make him believe you return his love, and then 
ere long I shall be one of the most respectable firm of Perry-
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man and Hobart—for you know his father has earned for him 
a name which he, fool that he is, will not long keep.”
“Oh, John, have I again to lure on perhaps to some evil this 
poor young fellow who is, from what you have told me, the 
very hope of both his aged mother and young sister. Oh, God, 
why am I not spared this new sin?”
“Clara, it must be done, or —”
“Stay, John, for mercy sake say not that again, for you have 
said it often enough within the last two years—you might 
have some mercy.”
“Then why do you drive me to it, am I not all kindness 
but when you provoke me?” And as John Hobart said this he 
looked a perfect fiend, his eyes seemed to glare almost out of 
his head. He now walks from the room into the back part of 
the house, and Clara stands like one in a dream.
“Father, dear father,” she exclaims, “how much have I suf-
fered for you now, and still how much more am I to suffer? It 
would indeed be merciful were one or both of us to die; but, 
alas, we never die when we would most like to do so. And yet 
sometimes I feel I love life and this man, whom I should hate 
as woman never hated man yet. For has he not been to me my 
greatest enemy, and have I any room to hope he will be any-
thing else to the end of time; and yet how nice he can be when 
it pleases him; so much so that no one could help liking, if not 
loving him. But he comes. I must not let him see I am dream-
ing, as he terms it, or there will be another display of temper.”
“Ah, Clara, am I not a bear sometimes to you? Yes I know I 
am, but it will soon be over now, and then you shall see much 
of real happiness. Kiss, dearest, and be friends,” and as he 
stoops and kisses the sweet face, which it seems pollution for 
him to touch, there seems to be a return of the kiss, which is 
only given when there exists some love.
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“I will not again vex you, John, if I can help it; so if you are 
ready we will now have dinner, as I wish to dress before Mr 
Perryman arrives.”
While they are partaking of their dinner we will accom-
pany Frank home. He enters the house by the front or hall 
door never expecting to meet either his sister or mother, as 
they have both been away in Dunedin. But just as he is going 
to his own room a light step creeps up behind him and throw-
ing her arms around his neck kisses him before he knows who 
it is or where she comes from. He turns, and to his joy sees his 
sister Maud.
“Why, Maud, when and how did you get home? I never 
expected to see you to-night.”
“Well, Frank, we all three came home in the steamboat 
which is now lying in the roadstead.* “We called at your office 
but found you were gone, and just at the moment Mr Tum-
man’s buggy came up with himself driving, and he offered to 
drive us up, which offer we gladly accepted, and here we are.”
“Well, I am glad you are home again, for truth to tell I have 
missed you much; but I am sorry to say I have made an ap-
pointment out to-night, so I shall not be able to stay at home 
with you.”
“Oh, never mind that, Frank, you will not be out late I 
know, so I shall stay up and have a chat after your return. Ma,” 
said Maud, a moment after, “Frank is home, but he has an ap-
pointment out after dinner, so we shall not see much of him 
to-night.”
“Is he well now?” asked Louisa, who had also been with 
them on their trip. “Yes, Loo, he appears to be well, thanks; 
and, in fact, as you know, in this respect he is very fortunate, 
for he enjoys the best health.” They now all adjourn to dinner, 
for Frank has joined them, and I must leave them and ask the 
reader to go back with me to another and very different scene.
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CHAPTER III
It is midnight, and the moon is just beginning to peep from 
behind the hills, for it is but rising. The night looks as though 
it was going to be stormy, for every now and then the masses 
of cloud which are to be seen drift on, and for the time com-
pletely obscure the little light from the moon. The place is 
between two very high hills, and in the distance can be seen 
dense thickets of timber. On the edge of the nearest of these 
stands a mean-looking hut of only two rooms, and from the 
window of one of these two rooms comes a light which shines 
but faintly. Occasional gusts of wind are the only sounds to 
be heard, save the occasional cry of the curlew and the plov-
er. We will look in and see the interior of the dreary-looking 
hut, which, although very rude in its construction, shows an 
unmistakeable display of feminine taste. The room which is 
entered from the front door is small indeed, but its interior is 
very unlike what one would expect to find in such an outland-
ish place. In one corner stands a neat and clean-looking bed, 
made on a stretcher; under the window there is a table made 
from four round poles driven into the ground, the top of them 
being covered with slabs which have been so neatly dressed 
with an adze or some such tool that they look rather as though 
they had been planed and polished; in the gable end of the 
building is built a large colonial fire-place—colonial, I say, 
for I don’t think any other part of the world has such rude-
looking chimneys. The fire-place is nearly the whole width of 
the building, and on the night in question there burns a large 
wood fire; the walls of the room have been neatly papered with 
pictures from illustrated papers—cuts from the Young Ladies’ 
Journal,* &c., &c.—but all so neatly arranged that much taste 
must have been expended on them; on each side of the fire 
stands a three-legged stool fashioned after the same manner 
as the table; in one corner of the hut is fixed a triangular book-
shelf, made with three pieces of boards—each corner of these 
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having a hole bored through, and cord running from hole 
to hole and corner to corner, which is knotted about twelve 
inches apart, and so forms a bookshelf. These shelves are also 
papered with a light-brown wrapping paper, which has been 
varnished with what is termed “colonial varnish”—made from 
a little of any kind of spirit, and mixed with some of the gum 
which is very plentiful in Victoria and Tasmania. There is also 
in the room, in the opposite corner, another smaller row of 
shelves, on which are placed the crockery and some cooking 
utensils. The floor is of earth, but has been so carefully wa-
tered and kept that it is very hard and solid; around the fire 
the floor is whitewashed, as is also the whole of the interior 
of the fire-place. On one of the stools which are mentioned 
as standing beside the fire, sits a man of at least forty years. 
He is dressed in clothing of the cheapest, but all he wears is 
as neat and clean as possible. He is in features a good-looking 
old man, but he seems to have something continually on his 
mind. His general appearance is that of a man of culture; his 
hair is turning grey, and this gives him a much more aged ap-
pearance than he would otherwise have; he is above the me-
dium height, and has been good-looking. As he sits looking 
steadily into the fire, he hears a footstep, at which he exclaims, 
“At last she comes!” The door opens, and there appears a girl 
whom the reader will doubtless soon recognise. The old man 
draws from his pocket an old English watch, and, looking at 
it, says, “Clara, my girl, whatever induced you to stay so late? 
It is now ten past twelve.”
“I did not think, papa, it was so late as that, or I would have 
hurried, but just as I was leaving the town I met Mr Hobart, 
and he came along with me, and perhaps we did not come 
as quickly as we might; but you must forgive me this time.” 
As she spoke her face, which was sweetness itself, seemed to 
be illuminated with some joyful news. The father, for such he 
was, did not seem to join her in the pleasurable thoughts, for 
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at the mention of Hobart’s name he frowned, and looked any-
thing but pleased.
“Mr Hobart, eh?” he replied, “so he saw you home, my girl, 
did he?”
“Yes, father, and he is now waiting outside to speak to you, 
for he would not come in, as he said he wanted to remain 
there and speak to you alone, if you would join him for a few 
minutes. Don’t keep him, papa, it is so late.”
“No, my girl, I will not keep him, nor shall I be long; so you 
may wait up for me, as I wish to speak to you before you go 
to bed.”
With this, Matthew Grant, for such was his name, rose, 
took his hat from a nail, and walked outside, where he was at 
once joined by John Hobart.
“Good evening, Matthew; it is rather late to disturb you, I 
know, but I will not keep you very long.” The two now walked 
on together for some minutes, John Hobart doing all the talk-
ing. Suddenly, old Matthew said, “Hold, friend; what would 
you ask of me next? I would sooner she were dead, or married 
to one of the idiots of the town than such. Go, John Hobart, 
and do your best and your worst, but if you ever make such 
a proposal to me again, one of us will not live to see the light 
of another day, of that I promise you. You are,” he continued, 
“a true specimen of what your father was, and you, above all 
other men, are allowed to be a member of the bar! Oh, how 
much must it degenerate, sooner or later, through you; of that 
I am but too certain.”
“Very well,” exclaims Hobart, “we will see if you dare not 
only insult me personally, but also violate the memory of my 
dead father. Look to yourself, Grant, and also your daughter!”
“Aye, Hobart, I can easily do that. I know how much you 
would do if you could, but I fear you not; I shall never do 
aught to place myself in your power—for I know I may expect 
no mercy.”
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The old man now staggered rather than walked to the 
humble hut. Clara, as he had requested, was sitting waiting 
for him. He took the spare stool, and for some minutes he 
spoke not, and Clara did not disturb him; he looked flushed 
and excited.
“Clara,” at last he said, “are you fond of that man who was 
here just now? Tell the truth, my girl, as you have always done. 
Are you fond of, or do you love John Hobart?”
The poor girl started at the abruptness of the question and 
for a second or two looked confused, indeed, almost fright-
ened. She gradually recovered herself, and at last said, “Father, 
I will tell you no untruth. I do like John sometimes; then again 
at other times I like him less. But he seems always to have a 
power over me, for when he so wishes it I am almost become 
his slave; but this does not occur often.”
“Well, my girl, I only regret that he is not what he should 
be, then I should be pleased to speak to you differently than 
I must now; but, my girl, there are some things I must say to 
you; in fact, there are many things that should be said, and as 
I am now on the subject I will go on. You must not, Clara, un-
der any circumstances, think more of John Hobart. There ex-
ist the best reasons possible for you to discontinue altogether 
even your acquaintance with him.”
“Father, why is this? Only this evening he proposed to me, 
and you have seen me with him repeatedly, and never until 
now even objected to what was going on. He is in a position 
far above me—for of course I know my actual standing in so-
ciety. The subject is one that I would not willingly refer to; 
but when you speak to me as you have just done, it seems so 
incredible that I feel inclined to say many things that I would 
not think of otherwise.”
“Clara,” exclaimed the old man, “pray do not you, above all 
others, remind me that I am Matthew Grant, the convict, for 
it is too much to listen to from the child I love as I love my 
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life; aye, more, for gladly would I part with the one to secure 
the happiness of the other. But I have no desire to parade my 
virtue, whether I possess it or not, and I had no intention of 
making any mention of it when I first spoke to you this even-
ing—so, enough of that. What I wish to speak to you about 
is John Hobart and my past life, of which you know nothing; 
and further, of Hobart senior, and the reasons why you should 
think nothing of his son, for you can never be more to him 
than you are now; but enough of that.”
Clara was in tears, but she now, at the last words, held up 
her head and gave her father a look which was full of enquiry, 
but she spoke not, her heart was too full to ask any questions. 
She had learned to love John Hobart, and to love him too well.
“I will explain all to you, Clara,” he said, “but let me tell you 
what I choose first. I would ten thousand times sooner spare 
you the pain of telling you at all; but that it must be, for it is 
the inevitable.”
“Father, oh father,” sobbed the poor girl, “Why did you not 
tell me sooner that it must not be? Then I could have endured 
it; but now I know not what to say, neither do I know your 
reasons for speaking as you do, but I fear you have reason or 
you would not speak. I trust there may be some chance of an 
explanation putting all matters right.”
“There is no chance of an explanation, nor will he ever of-
fer one, for he knows I know too much. I almost wish I did 
not, for secrets are always a burden to one. But now, my child, 
if you will be patient I will relate to you some of my past life, 
and in time come to what I have to say about him; and when 
I have finished you will no doubt be able to look at things in 
a different light.”
“As you will, father; I will do my best to follow you in all 
things, for whatever you may be in other respects, I have no 
reason to complain.”
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“Well, Clara, you know of course that thirteen years ago 
this very month, and on the 21st, whenever that may be, I 
was tried in England and found guilty of concealing or having 
concealed in my house a quantity of plate and other valuables 
belonging to one Mr Lurtonshaw, in whose employ as Estate 
Agent I had been for some eight years. My position with him 
was one of trust, and I have no doubt all who thought and 
believed me guilty felt no mercy for me whatever, as they con-
cluded that I fully deserved all I got. But I thank God now as 
I did then, that I am innocent, and but the victim of one of 
the basest plots that ever was laid for man. I must not antici-
pate in relating the events, but proceed. The first I ever knew 
was one evening your mother and I had just finished tea, and 
you, then only four years old, had kissed me and gone to bed, 
when your poor mother rose to answer a knock at the front 
door. She hurried back to tell me that Constable Brown, of 
the village of Crawford, Kent, wanted to see me. ‘Wants to see 
me,’ I answered, ‘what does he want of me?’ ‘I cannot say,’ she 
replied, and I arose and went into the front room.
“ ‘Good evening, Grant,’ said Constable Brown; ‘I regret 
having a very unpleasant duty to perform, but you know 
someone must do it.’
“ ‘Quite so,’ I replied, never fearing for one instant that what 
he said had any ill omen for me; ‘pray say what you have come 
about, do not mind me.’
“With this the Constable went again to the door and called 
his friend, who turned out to be a detective from London. 
When they both returned, Brown said: ‘Now, Grant, we have a 
search warrant to look for some property that has gone astray 
from your employer’s, so, if you will be advised by me, you 
will not put any obstacles in our way.’
“ ‘I shall not,’ I replied, ‘for I know you will not find any-
thing here that should not be.’ With this they commenced 
their work. Your mother, Clara, was greatly troubled, declar-
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ing all the time that she knew there must be some villainy 
at work. I, never suspecting anything, told her to fear not, as 
they would soon satisfy themselves and go. We had so far fol-
lowed the constables round, and they now, having finished all 
on the floor we were on, asked me for the key of the coal-cellar 
and kitchen, which were both down-stairs. The kitchen com-
municated with the floor we were on by a flight of stone steps, 
and the coal-cellar was off the kitchen and always locked, and 
the key was usually hung up behind the kitchen door. We now 
descended the kitchen stair, and after searching it they asked 
for the key of the coal-cellar, which I at once went to get from 
behind the door, but to my surprise I found it gone.
“Brown now said, ‘If you have it, Grant, you had better give 
it up, for we cannot leave without completing our search.’
“I assured him I had not got it, and further that I knew not 
where it was; but I added, I suppose the servant girl, who is 
away on a short visit to her friends at the Castle, must have it 
with her.
“ ‘Then,’ said Brown, ‘we had better break open the door.’
“ ‘Don’t do that,’ I said, ‘as we shall soon be able to get the 
key.’ ‘I cannot wait here,’ said Brown, ‘so here goes,’ and, turn-
ing to the detective, he said, ‘give us a lift.’
“I again (as I saw after very foolishly) asked him to wait; 
but they now seemed more determined than ever, for, with 
this, they at once tried to force the door.
“After trying several times, they then asked me to assist 
them, when I again asked them to wait and I would soon get 
the key.
“At this Brown said, ‘Now, Grant, I can see you know what 
we want is here, and you are obstructing us; so if you do not at 
once lend us a hand, I shall use this in evidence against you.’
“I replied to this most indignantly, and told them if they 
thought so they had better prove it, and that I would not 
lend them any further assistance. With this I left the kitchen, 
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and went upstairs, feeling in anything but an enviable frame 
of mind. I had been there but a few seconds when I heard 
your mother coming up stairs, and the others after her. They 
all managed to get to where I was in our bedroom about the 
same time.
“ ‘They have found the things,’ said your mother, and as she 
said so she sat down almost powerless, for of course she knew 
that something was wrong.
“Brown now said, ‘Grant, I shall, much as I regret it, have 
to arrest you for having the stolen property in your posses-
sion, and I shall also have to search further to see if I can find 
anything more here.’
“ ‘Do what you please,’ I replied, for I knew not what to say.
“They now commenced again to look about the room, and 
the first thing they found was a key lying on the dressing ta-
ble. The London detective asked me what door it belonged to. 
I looked, and to my horror saw that it was the key of the coal 
cellar we had been looking for. ‘It is,’ I replied, ‘the key we have 
been looking for.’ ”
“ ‘Oh, oh,’ said they both in a breath. ‘I shall go and try it,’ 
said the London man, which he did, soon returning, saying it 
was the key of the cellar.
“I was now taken to the station-house, and of course the 
rest, which you know, soon followed, as the circumstantial 
evidence was so strong. There did not, I could see, remain 
a doubt as to my guilt, and I alone, as I thought then, knew 
how innocent I was. My master came once to see me, stating 
his regret at my folly, having the comfortable home I had. I, 
of course, declared my innocence, and begged of him to be-
lieve me; but I could see my words had no effect upon him. 
In due course I was found guilty, and sentenced to be trans-
ported for life. Your poor mother managed to be at the court 
on the day of the trial, and when I received my sentence she 
was so overcome that she fainted, and of course was insen-
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sible to what followed. The judge, in passing sentence, gave 
me a terrible reckoning up, and told me that I might consider 
myself fortunate that I did not suffer for my crime with my 
life, for the law allowed such a crime could be so punished, 
but that in consideration of the jury recommending me to 
mercy (for some unaccountable reason, as he could see no 
extenuating circumstances in the case); but he had taken their 
recommendation into consideration, and trusted it would in 
my afterlife be a warning to me. I was allowed to see your 
poor mother once more before I was removed, and I shall 
never forget that interview, for she, poor darling, (here Grant 
nearly broke down) certainly seemed afraid to leave me lest 
some new harm should befall me. She at last was fairly pushed 
away from the room where she saw me, but not before she had 
promised me most solemnly that she would ere long man-
age by some means or other to join me. I arrived here after 
a most miserable passage, and by the same ship came the fa-
ther of John Hobart. He is dead now, so I do not wish to say 
much of him; but nothing that I or any other person could 
say would be to his credit, for he was one of the most heart-
less scoundrels I ever met. He was always in trouble, and he 
liked to get others into trouble too. On the voyage he tried to 
incite the other convicts to rebel, mutiny, take possession of 
the ship, murder all the officers and crew, and sail for some 
other port and commence operations as pirates. He found he 
could not get any one to join him. There were two other poor 
fellows, who I am inclined to think were unjustly there, tried 
to dissuade him from such an attempt; in fact talked so much 
against his project to the others that I think to that fact alone 
is due his non-success. Against these two he laid information 
to the officers, and swore that they, and they alone, were the 
instigators of the plot. However, he luckily found no support 
in his evidence, so the case fell through, or the unfortunate 
fellows would in all probability have suffered death. This is 
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the kind of man the father was; and, from what I will tell you 
later on, you will, I think, conclude that the son is no better. 
But before I come to his part of the story I will finish my own. 
Your mother managed after the first eighteen months of my 
time had expired to get a passage out here, but so far was she 
debilitated that she only lived to finish the year, as she landed 
on the third day of December and died on the first day of 
January. From her I learnt to know how I had been made the 
victim of a plot; but as we had no substantial evidence to cor-
roborate our own knowledge of the villainy of another, I had 
to submit to my lot. I know it must be painful for you to hear 
the facts, but still I think, Clara, you should know them, for 
it will give you an idea of the villainy some men will be guilty 
of to gain their end. Your mother was the daughter of a fairly 
well-to-do tenant farmer, and before my marriage with her 
she had proposals made to her by my employer, Mr Lurton-
shaw. These proposals she rejected with scorn, as would every 
honest girl; but he, thinking his position exalted, thought she 
would look upon them differently. However, to be brief, she 
would not listen any more to his temptings, and threatened to 
tell her father the nature of his proposals if he did not desist. 
About this time I had taken service under him as his agent, 
and as he was possessed of considerable property my position 
was envied by many. I was allowed the very house where I 
removed from to come here, and was also allowed other lit-
tle pickings, which made my position comfortable enough. I 
at first kept a servant, who acted as housekeeper for me, and 
shortly after I had lived there I met and became attached to 
your mother, and we were looked upon by the villagers as en-
gaged, and in fact such was in reality the case. No sooner did 
this come to the ears of my employer, than he again made 
overtures to her, and this time when she rejected him he be-
came so passionately jealous that he even proposed marriage; 
but this she, as before, declined, telling him she was engaged 
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to be married to me, and that she intended to fulfil her en-
gagement. He then became furious, and swore that should she 
ever marry me she would live to regret it. His threats were un-
heeded, and in due course we became man and wife. Shortly 
after this he decided to visit other parts of the world, and for 
nearly three years we neither saw nor heard anything of him. 
I knew nothing of what I have told you until after, for your 
mother always feared to inform me, lest I might do some-
thing that I should live to regret. After his return (you were 
then a child of one year) he, it seems, made proposals again 
to your mother, of course of an improper nature, and when 
she threatened to tell me of his conduct he declared he would 
ruin both of us if she did. Things went on in this way for some 
time—he, whenever chance offered, renewing his suit, and at 
last it would appear that he decided on taking other steps, for 
the next event that happened was my arrest. Now so great was 
his villainy that even while I was lying in prison awaiting my 
trial, he again urged his suit, and further promised that if your 
mother would consent that he would not appear against me. 
But neither threats nor entreaties prevailed with her, and he 
evidently then came to the conclusion that it would be differ-
ent when I was away. After my removal from the country, he 
offered her the position of housekeeper, and in fact tried to at-
tain his ends, but to no purpose; and at last, as I tell you, your 
unfortunate and broken-hearted mother arrived at the port of 
Hobart Town in such a weak state that she only lived to tell me 
what I have just narrated to you. I have told you this, Clara, 
not for any motives of self-aggrandisement, but simply to let 
you know that by all the rights we hold most sacred, you are 
of better parents than he of whom we have just been speaking. 
And now I will tell you, Clara, of John Hobart.”
“Father,” said Clara, “what became of Mr Lurtonshaw? 
Surely he does not live to enjoy health and happiness, and you 
are to suffer on here till God alone knows when.”
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“No, Clara, no; he did not live on to exult over my down-
fall, for scarcely had your mother landed here when we re-
ceived news that some ten days after she left home he was 
thrown from his horse when out hunting, and was picked up 
quite dead, the fall having broken his neck.”
“Oh, father, what a sin it seems that he was not allowed to 
live to repent, and clear you of this awful charge, for I suppose 
there are no others living who are ever likely to do so.”
“Not so far as I know, but of course I am ignorant who were 
implicated.”
“Father,” said Clara, rising and crossing over to him, and 
placing both her hands upon his neck, “how you have suf-
fered, and I, too, with the rest of the world, have always con-
cluded you were guilty. Oh, father, say you forgive me, for how 
much do I feel that I require forgiveness.”
“My child, you are forgiven before you ask, if any forgive-
ness is needed; but such is not the case. You could never think 
otherwise than that I was guilty, for you had none to tell you, 
nor have I spoken of my suspicions to anybody, for I always 
deemed it best to wait patiently, and if at any time good news 
should arrive, it will be all the more acceptable.”
“And mother, too,” sobbed Clara, “oh, how terribly were 
you treated for your truth and honesty; but it is only another 
illustration of the sinful ways of this world.”
“Do not cry, my child,” said Matthew, “there may be many 
better days in store for you.”
“I wish not, father, for happy days. Why should I ever deem 
myself worthy of them when you and mother have suffered so 
much. Oh, how I wish I had been old enough to bear part of 
the punishment. No, father, I am willing to do and suffer now 
for you, for why should I too not take my share.”
“Clara, my girl, you are young, and must not talk about 
suffering. It is to be hoped you may have all happiness, for we 
have had enough of the other for all.”
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“Father, from this day, believe me, I shall never shrink from 
aught I can do to save you trouble or pain. Have you not suf-
fered for others, and have I not been guilty of a great sin in 
believing you as guilty as others did, without asking you.”
“Enough, Clara; I must now pass on to the more important 
part of my story. There is some more to relate which to me is 
worse than anything that I have told you so far.”
“Then, father, I would ask of you one more act of generos-
ity. Will you allow me until tomorrow evening before you say 
more, for I feel that I have heard enough for one day?”
“As you will, my child, it shall wait. One day can make little 
or no difference.”
Little did Matthew Grant know how much trouble this tri-
fling delay would cause to her who was dearer to him than life 
itself. But it is beyond the power of man to see into futurity, or 
Grant would never have agreed to the request of his daughter. 
To slightly alter the words of the greatest of authors—there 
is a tide in the affairs of man, which if not taken at the flood, 
leads him to the very devil.*
CHAPTER IV
The castle of the late Lurtonshaw, whom Matthew Grant had 
so much reason to hate, is situated in Crawford, Kent, and 
thither I must ask my readers to accompany me. Another of 
the same name is now the possessor of the estate, but this time 
a better and wiser man. The servants are, in nearly every case, 
the same who occupied their positions in the time of the late 
squire, for the successor has considered all things, and out 
of respect to the memory of his deceased relative he has en-
deavoured to keep all the old servitors, and also all the old 
tenants. He has long since earned a name for liberality and 
consideration for all around him. The part of the castle with 
which we have to do is in the servants’ quarters, a small but 
very comfortably-furnished room, in which are placed two 
beds. Both of these seem to be in use, and now at eleven in 
the morning one of them is occupied by a woman of about 38 
years, who has all the appearance of having but a short time to 
remain in this world. She is extremely restive, and every now 
and then moves and exclaims, “Has he come yet?” to an old 
motherly-looking woman who sits at the bed-side trying to 
comfort the patient with an occasional kind word.
“No, Agnes, he has not come yet; but he will be here soon, 
and then you will be comforted. Keep of good heart, my child.”
“Mrs Ferris,” observes the invalid, “the doctor said I could 
not live, you know, so that I ought to ease my conscience; 
don’t you think I ought?”
“Yes, my child,” answers the old dame, “but do not get un-
easy. He will soon be here, and then you will feel better when 
you have spoken to him, for he will soon explain away all your 
trouble.”
“No, Mrs Ferris, he cannot explain it away, no one can do 
that. Oh, I have been so wicked. Thirteen long years, but how I 
have suffered at times; and then, you know, she often comes to 
see me. Ah, she looks so reproachfully at me, too, but I could 
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not help it, Mrs Ferris, for I too loved him, and I was fool 
enough to think that doing wrong would help me to get him.”
“Now, like a good child, don’t excite yourself, it will only 
make you worse. Keep quiet, as I must leave you now for two 
or three minutes, and we’ll give you some beef tea* and you 
will feel stronger.”
“Neither beef tea nor anything else will make be better, 
Mrs Ferris. Oh, no, the only thing that will cure me is death. 
I know it now. I might have lived and been better; but I was 
selfish, and he, too, tempted me, for he promised gold and 
revenge, and I grasped at both; and now—now—.”
With this she lay quite still, and the nurse, thinking she 
was but a little light-headed, left her to go to the kitchen and 
prepare some food for the invalid.
“How is your patient now?” asks Mr Lurtonshaw, who 
meets the nurse just as she is leaving the door. He has just 
come along the passage with the sole intention of asking after 
the sick one.
“Thanks, sir, she is very low; the doctor thinks she will not 
last another twenty-four hours. She is very feverish now and 
again, and sometimes I think she is delirious, for she talks in-
cessantly about being wicked, and also says something about 
being tempted thirteen long years ago. She asked the doctor, 
when he told her she would die, to send over the minister, for 
she said she could not die until she had said what she had to 
say.”
“Poor girl,” he answered, “I will see to this;” and he left the 
nurse, proceeded at once to the butler’s pantry, and requested 
him to see that the groom was sent over to the parsonage to 
fetch Mr Cruikstan, the Church of England clergyman.
While the groom is away on his errand, we will return to 
the sick room.
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Mrs Ferris has just come back to her charge, who looks up 
and says impatiently, “Not come yet, Mrs Ferris? What a time 
he is.”
“He will soon be here now, child. Keep quiet, and you will 
be better soon. Try and take this, it will do you good.”
“No, thanks, I do not want it; but, Mrs Ferris, I am not as 
you told master, delirious. I heard you, but I am not; no, I 
must keep sensible a little longer, for I have much to do yet. 
Master is a good man! I only wish my last master had been as 
good, and then—”
At this the door gently opens, and Mr Lurtonshaw, after 
faintly knocking, walks quietly in.
“How is she, nurse? Better I hope.”
“No, sir,” the invalid replies, “I shall never be better, only 
in mind. But how I do long to do justice; and, sir, to do that I 
must say something of your late relative. You will forgive me, 
sir—say you will forgive me, for you know it must be said.”
“I shall be only too glad for you to do any one justice, as 
I think you know,” was Mr Lurtonshaw’s answer, and as he 
spoke the footman announced Mr Cruikstan’s arrival.
“Show him this way! Show him this way!” says Mr Lurton-
shaw, and almost immediately Mr Cruikstan enters the room, 
after shaking hands and enquiring after the health of the host, 
which he evidently considered of more moment than that of 
the invalid.
“I am well, thank you; but there is one here unwell both in 
body and in mind, who wants your attention, I think, at once.”
“Certainly,” returned Cruikstan, rather piqued at Mr Lur-
tonshaw’s tone; but he at once crossed over to the bed-side.
“I think, nurse, you and I had better now retire,” said Mr 
Lurtonshaw.
“Not you, sir. I want you to do me one more kindness be-
fore you go, if you will,” asks the invalid. “The nurse may go, if 
you wish, sir, but not you, please.”
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“Very well, then. Nurse, if you will leave us for a little we 
will call you if necessary.”
“Now, my girl,” said Mr Cruikstan, “what can I do for you? 
As you wished Mr Lurtonshaw to stay, I suppose you have 
something to tell me. Is it so?”
“Yes, sir, I have much to say, both to my own and another’s 
shame. But it is only right that justice should at last be done to 
an innocent man who was thirteen years ago transported for 
life, and all through me.”
“Thirteen years,” both the listeners exclaimed in a breath, 
“What can you mean?”
“I mean,” answered the invalid, “that Matthew Grant, now 
a convict on Van Dieman’s Land, is as innocent as either of 
you; and that my late master, Mr Lurtonshaw, and I put the 
stolen property on his premises to procure his conviction.”
“Good gracious, can this be?” exclaimed the minister.
“Had we not better have pen and ink brought,” added Mr 
Lurtonshaw. “This, I think, must be taken down.”
“Yes, sir, it certainly must; and a magistrate will, I presume, 
be also necessary,” answered Cruikstan; and Mr Lurtonshaw 
left the room to give the necessary orders.
“Now,” said the squire in his return to the chamber, with 
the writing materials in his hands, “we had, I think, better 
take down what she has to say, so that when the magistrate 
arrives we can read it over to her, and he can attest.”
“Certainly, sir,” said Cruikstan, “you are far more clear on 
the matter than I. I feel overcome, for, I am sure, you would 
prevent, if possible, your relative’s name being brought up 
again.”
“There are those living, Mr Cruikstan, who demand our 
immediate attention; let justice first be done to them. So far 
as we can see, a great crime has been committed, and it is our 
duty to proceed with the matter in hand, instead of wasting 
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idle words in lamentation over the dead, who would, if living, 
be now suffering the penalty his villainy merited.”
“Certainly, sir; I did but speak out of consideration for 
your relative.”
“And unfortunately,” answered Mr Lurtonshaw, “I see no 
reason, I regret to say, for any commiseration in the matter.”
Mr Cruikstan now seemed fairly silenced, for he at once 
proceeded with the writing materials to the bed-side, saying, 
“Now, if you will state all you have to tell slowly, I will take it 
down, and then justice to the innocent can be done.”
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CHAPTER V
The residence of John Hobart is not in the least aristocratic; 
in fact Timaru at the time of which I am writing did not pos-
sess many aristocratic residences, for it was then in its infancy. 
However, he had a room which answered the purpose of din-
ing room, drawing room, sitting room—indeed the room in 
question was used for all, or nearly all, purposes. Dinner has 
just been removed, and John Hobart and Clara await the ar-
rival of their expected guest. They have not long to wait, for he 
is too impatient to look once more upon Clara’s face and form, 
with which he has become infatuated, not to be punctual.
“John,” said Clara, “will my poor father ever be allowed to 
leave Tasmania, think you?”
“I fear not,” said Hobart. “You know he was first of all sen-
tenced for life, and of course the new charge against him, 
which, although they could not proceed with because they 
never got my evidence, they yet hold it as a black mark against 
him.”
“But, John, I assure you he was not guilty the first time; 
for the very last night you were at our hut he told me all the 
particulars.”
“I know not, Clara, if he were guilty or not of the first of-
fence with which he was charged. I do know, however, that the 
one he committed the day we left, I could prove against him; 
but you saved him by your compliance with my request.”
“Oh, that he could know, poor old man, why I left as I did, 
then I should feel somewhat comforted; but for him never to 
know—oh, it is bitter indeed!”
“But, girl, why do you for ever harp on this one subject? 
Am I not kind to you? Are you not respected as my sister? And 
have you not saved your father from the gallows? What more 
do you wish? You say you felt deeply indebted to your father, 
now you have repaid him; in fact made him your debtor.”
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“I made him my debtor? No, I have not—not even were I 
to part with life for him; for, say what you will, John Hobart, 
I shall never believe you about my father’s last act of crime, 
were you to prove it against him.”
“As you will, I care not. Do you but complete my arrange-
ment with Frank Perryman, and then you may, if you choose, 
return to your much-injured parent.”
“But, John, what have I not to do that is fiendish to ac-
complish what you desire? I have to lure this young man by 
my falseness, to induce him to give me his love under the pre-
tence that I care for him, when I must in return but trample 
his affections under foot.”
“You need do nothing of the kind. If you think so much of 
this boy greenhorn, why, after I have accomplished my pur-
pose, you can marry him by all means.”
“What, ruin him first then marry him so that he may have 
the object of his hate, as I must be when the knowledge comes, 
to curse and loathe. Why am I to be thus your tool for ever? 
What wrong have I ever done you, John, that you should not 
show me some consideration?”
“If you do not like to do as I ask you, don’t. We will allow 
the matter to drop then, and tomorrow’s post shall take my 
evidence, which will convict your father; and then, when you 
have relieved yourself of the trouble of watching over him, 
you can undertake to nurse Frank Perryman, as I see you are 
evidently desirous of doing.”
“John, oh, John, talk not of evidence. I will do all I can, but 
spare me if possible, for the thing is detestable.”
“Very well, that’s settled; but now leave me for a few min-
utes, as I see Perryman near the house. You can let us have ten 
minutes together before you return.”
Clara now left the room, and John Hobart rose and opened 
the door to meet and welcome his guest.
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“I am glad you have arrived, Perryman, for I began to think 
you regretted your promise, and would not come; and, do you 
know, I have become accustomed to look upon your visits as 
my only pleasure. Pray, be seated; Clara will join us shortly, 
and in the meantime I shall have a cigar. Will you join me, 
Frank?”
“With pleasure, if the smoke will not annoy your sister 
when she returns.”
“Not in the least; she is so used to it that she rather likes it 
than otherwise.”
They now both smoke on in silence for some time, each 
of them busy with their thoughts; the one plotting and de-
signing, the other thinking of how he can do what is right, 
and trying at all times to benefit his fellow-man. Each of these 
men take different walks in life; the one loves to commit ever-
lasting sin, the other ever trying to do good.
“Mr Hobart,” says Frank, “why not obtain a more suitable 
house than this one? For I am sure Miss Hobart must be very 
uncomfortable here.”
“Frank, as I said before, I shall live only up to my means, 
which at present do not admit of my increasing my expendi-
ture. When I am in a position to do so, I shall.”
Clara now entered the room, and, after asking after Frank’s 
health, took a seat beside him.
“You must come and see my sister Maud, Miss Hobart. I 
am sure you will get on famously together.”
“I shall be most happy to do so, Mr Perryman, whenever 
your sister returns.”
“She has returned this evening from Dunedin, so if you 
will allow me I shall say you will call tomorrow.”
“Very good, then, I will do so with pleasure.”
“And,” said Frank, “you may as well come early; and Ho-
bart, you and I can join the party at dinner. What say you?”
“I shall be only too happy, Frank.”
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At this juncture a knock was heard at the front door, which 
Hobart answered, and on his return to the room said that busi-
ness would call him away for some little time, but he would be 
back as soon as possible.
Frank and Clara were now left alone. For some seconds 
neither of them spoke, both seemed to be busy with their 
own thoughts. Clara, no doubt, in her heart, was thinking if 
it would not be better to make Frank cognisant with her case, 
and ask his assistance. Well would it have been for him and 
her had she done so. And Frank, what is he thinking of as he 
sits, never taking his eyes off the face he has now learned to 
love? He is thinking and wondering how she will hear what he 
has decided to say; whether she will reject him, or if she will 
take the proposal kindly, and merely take time to consider. 
However, he has evidently made up his mind, for he takes one 
more fond look, and then taking her hand, which lies listlessly 
in her lap, he says:—
“Miss Hobart, if what I am going to say appears too pre-
mature on my part, or otherwise does not accord with your 
views, be not angry with me, but believe me that all I may say 
or offer is said or offered to you in hopes of it being for our 
mutual good. I have, Miss Hobart, learned to love you, and I 
trust you will allow me to try by my future acts to show that I 
am worthy of your love; in fact, to allow me to try and induce 
you to reciprocate my feelings. I know, Miss Hobart, I am not 
one of the brightest of men, and you may have met many in 
your travels who are more clever, or who appear to be so; but, 
believe me, if you will allow me, I will show in the time to 
come that I am, at least by my honesty of purpose, worthy of 
your affection. Be in no hurry, dear Miss Hobart, in giving me 
your reply, for although I am most anxious for your answer, I 
will patiently wait—only give me permission to see you some-
times, and I will try to be satisfied.”
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“Mr Perryman,” says Clara, with her eyes cast down and 
a very confused look upon her face, “believe me, I am not, I 
assure you, worthy of the very generous offer you have made 
me. But in any case, as you have kindly allowed me time, I 
will, as soon as possible, consider your offer and give you my 
answer.”
“Thanks, Miss Hobart, many thanks; and you will call and 
see my sister Maud tomorrow.”
“Yes, Mr Perryman, I shall; but I trust you have carefully 
considered all things before you made me this generous offer.”
“Considered! Dear Clara—pardon me for the familiarity—
yes, I have considered, and know that I love you, and that is 
all I want to know. And now, as your brother is away, perhaps 
I had better leave the matter where it is, and as he will shortly 
return, I will retire, in order that you may mention the subject 
to him. When I see him tomorrow I will speak to him, and 
learn if he has any objection.”
Frank then rose, and after wishing Clara good night, with 
many very warm pressures of the hand, and a look on his face 
that plainly said how much he would like to fold her in his 
arms, took his departure.
He had scarcely got clear of the front gate when John Ho-
bart, from the room next the one he had just left, came into 
Clara’s.
 “Well done, Clara, my girl, you said just enough, and not a 
word too much; but I almost regret that you have promised to 
visit his sister, as he may get you to make promises too soon. 
We must be careful, however, and then all will be well.”
“John, I do wish you would do this work without my inter-
ference. How I do hate to act the deceitful part you have given 
me to play.”
“I care not what you like or dislike. It must be done, and 
you must do your share. Our arrangements now are mutual, 
and we must both either sink or swim.”
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“Would to God I would sink at once into oblivion, and so 
end my miserable career.”
“And how about the career of Matthew Grant. What do you 
propose to do with that—sink that also?”
Clara at this drew herself up to her full height, her eyes 
flashing, and her breast heaving, and said fiercely: “John Ho-
bart, dare you threaten to injure one hair of the head of him, 
so surely will that hour be your last or mine. You continu-
ally hold that as a threat over me, and on every occasion that 
we refer to our arrangements you, like the coward you are, 
you try intimidation. Now, once for all, I give you promise 
for promise, I will aid you to do your accursed work, in con-
sideration of your promise to protect and befriend him. Let 
this suffice, without you referring to it again; but in no case 
will I ever see or know you to injure him without having full 
and ample revenge. So help me, God!” With this she sailed 
majestically from the room, and John Hobart was too much 
surprised, in fact frightened, to attempt to stop her.
“So ho, my lady, you will! Ah, by Jove, but you must be held 
in hand a little better; and yet I think it will be almost better to 
coax you, but we shall see. I shall certainly do what I think the 
best. I am now twenty-nine years of age, and ever since I have 
been a man I have made signal failures, for the want of policy 
and a little soft soap. But, never again, oh! No, not if I quite 
know what I am doing. I shall ever in future hold a candle 
to the devil,* for I see others succeed through following this 
course, and why should not I?”
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CHAPTER VI
We must now return to Van Dieman’s Land, and poor Mat-
thew Grant, in order to give some explanation as to how Ho-
bart got Clara away.
On the morning following the night on which Grant im-
parted to Clara the story of his troubles in England, the old 
man, as usual went to his daily employment, for he was an 
assigned hand to one of the holders of a sheep run. Now, it 
so happened that he was sent early that morning to do some 
business in Launceston, which would take him all that day 
and part of the next. The same evening a barque was to sail 
from Hobart Town to Melbourne, and Hobart, being aware 
of these circumstances decided to take advantage thereof. Ac-
cordingly, about 9 a.m., he made his way to the hut of Mat-
thew Grant, where, of course, he found Clara alone.
After the usual exchange of words, Hobart said, “Clara, you 
know I love you, for I have oft-times told you. You know also 
that I would at any time do anything to save you, and now I 
am in a dilemma. Your father and I last night had a few words 
when I pressed my suit for you, but still I did not think there 
existed any animus between us. I was mistaken, however, for 
early this morning he came over to my place of business, and 
luckily there was no one in the front office. He made his way 
straight through to the office I always occupy, but unfortu-
nately I was not there. Our chief, Mr Lorridge, was sitting at 
my table correcting some lease proofs, and your father with 
one bound, evidently thinking it was me, struck him from be-
hind, before I could interfere. I came in just at the time he 
knocked him senseless at my feet. When he discovered his 
mistake he seemed perfectly powerless, so I said to him, ‘Fly, 
Matthew, go home, and to your work us usual, and I will not 
divulge to a soul what has occurred; and if I should ever again 
seem to you other than a friend think how I am saving you 
now.’ Your father clasped me by the hand and thanked me 
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as well as he could, and then departed. When Mr Lorridge 
shortly after came round he asked who it was that had as-
saulted him. I tried to make him believe I did not know, and 
at this he became more excited, and asked if anyone had been 
seen to leave the office. But no one had, and Lorridge even 
then went so far as to assert his belief I was the guilty party. I, 
of course, at once denied all knowledge, and in consequence 
we had rather a stormy time. However, to be brief, we decided 
to part, and I am now deprived of my chance of succeeding 
to a partnership. All this has happened to me from my saving 
your father; and just, too, as I have been called to the Bar.”
“Oh, John,” Clara said, “how shall I ever thank you for this 
great sacrifice? Only ask of me anything, and you shall not ask 
in vain.”
“If you really mean what you say,” answered the crafty 
John, “fly with me and be mine. A barque now lies at the pier 
at Hobart Town; we can secure a passage by her, and when 
we reach Melbourne we can be married, and you shall never 
regret your step.”
“Oh, John, I know not what to do; why not go on yourself, 
and leave me to explain and follow you?”
“I will not stir one step without you, Clara. You know how 
I love you, and what a sacrifice I have made for you and yours, 
Say, will you fly or no?”
“Oh, John, how you try me. I know how much I wish to 
show my gratitude. Then, again, oh! How I long to stay and 
assure my father that I go to save him.”
“If you wish to do as you say, write a brief note just simply 
telling him that you go to save him, and that you will let him 
know more from you when you reach your first destination. 
Do this, and you save him, stay, and I too stay; and before I 
can again enter any office here I must explain my conduct, 
and if I do so your father will be taken, tried, and with his for-
mer conviction he will assuredly be hanged. Your father will 
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understand all, and will never blame you. Choose between the 
two, Clara, and at once.”
The poor girl, believing all, thought for a few brief seconds, 
and then exclaimed: “John, I will, and if I do wrong may God 
forgive me.”
The rest is soon told. Before they came to Timaru they 
went to Melbourne; but John Hobart never intended to marry 
the unfortunate girl, for he knew that he dare not—the reason 
will be explained hereafter. After a life of poverty and other 
degradation for two years, they wandered through Victoria, 
and ultimately wended their way to where the reader first met 
them. It need not be said that the tale Hobart told Clara about 
her father was but the concoction of his subtle brain, for no 
such scene ever occurred. The truth was that Hobart, after 
leaving Clara and her father on the memorable night, paid a 
visit to one of the low gaming hells, which are very plentiful 
in both Hobart Town and Tasmania. Here he played until he 
not only lost all his own money, but also some belonging to 
the firm by whom he was employed; and, instead of going to 
the office in the morning as usual, he sent a note saying he was 
confined to his bed by illness, and would not be able to attend. 
As the reader knows, he never went again, but under an as-
sumed name left the Colony. Had poor Clara known all this, 
her lot might have been much happier. But such is life! In the 
time to come John Hobart may find some thorns in the bed 
which he now thinks he is going to make of roses.
CHAPTER VII
Frank daily became more in love with Clara, and so far he 
had never been able to get Hobart to speak on the subject of 
his courtship. However, one day, some time after the events 
already narrated, he decided to come to the point with him 
without further delay, as the suspense was becoming too 
heavy a load, and he accordingly called upon Hobart, and 
found him at his office.
After the usual friendly greeting between them, Frank said: 
“Hobart, no doubt you have long since observed that I have 
become very much attached to your sister, Miss Hobart. You 
are doubtless also aware that I have made proposals to her, 
which she has taken time to consider, and I have on several 
occasions been about to address you on the subject, but some-
thing has always occurred to put the matter off. Today I de-
cided to see you and hear from you, as your sister’s guardian, 
if you had any objections to my paying my addresses.”
During the time Frank had been speaking a fixed expres-
sion had pervaded Hobart’s face, which was sternness itself; 
and after Frank had ceased, it was some seconds before Ho-
bart’s gaze was taken off some object on the table. At last, he 
no doubt having decided what to say, with the mysterious ex-
pression of face, answered as follows:—
“Mr Perryman, your proposal has both made me pleased 
and sorry—pleased at the honour you do both my sister and 
myself, and sorry that I cannot at once say to you ‘go in, Frank, 
and win.’ This of course,” he continued, “requires some expla-
nation, which is due to you, and you shall have it. You are 
aware that my present practice is a very precarious one, in fact 
the little I have at times done for you is the principal part of 
it. Now, Clara and myself from our childhood have been very 
much attached to each other, hence our coming here together. 
Further, I must tell you that before the death of our father 
he made me promise one thing—it was an absurd promise, I 
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admit, but Clara thinks otherwise, hence the difficulty. That 
promise was that if ever we left our native place I should in 
no case advise or even allow Clara to enter into matrimony 
unless I had first decided to settle down myself, so that we 
should always be near to each other in time of any of the little 
difficulties this world is full of—that we might give to each 
other any assistance and advice we could.”
“A most praiseworthy resolve,” said Frank, delighted as he 
thought at the small difficulty in his way.
“I don’t know so much about that,” said Hobart, “but I am 
rather peculiar in my endeavour to carry out the wishes of 
my parents, in fact I always was. Now I must, Mr Perryman, 
to be honest with you, tell you that Clara has told me of your 
very generous proposal, and asked my advice how to act. I 
told her I certainly thought she would do well to consider 
your proposal favourably; but she replied, ‘Will you settle here 
yourself, John?’ I of course did not know if I could find a suf-
ficient living here, so I replied that I should were I to see my 
way clear to do so, but not otherwise. Clara, Mr Perryman, is 
one of those girls who would as soon think of doing anything 
rather than break a promise, especially if made to someone 
deceased, and before she answered me I knew well, although 
I wished otherwise, what her answer would be. ‘John,’ she re-
plied, ‘I would sooner never marry, no matter under what cir-
cumstances, even were we to go on together poor if need be, 
rather than break the promise made to our dear father.’ She 
said, Mr Perryman, much more than this, and what she said 
convinced me she would be very loth to leave here now; but in 
justice to her I think I should not repeat it.”
“Not by any means, my dear Hobart, your resolve and your 
sister’s does you both credit; but I think there are many ways 
of getting over the difficulty. So, with your permission, I will 
leave the matter now as it stands, and tomorrow I will speak 
to you, and then perhaps you may change your mind about 
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whether it will suit you to settle here; so, until tomorrow, Ho-
bart, adieu.”
As soon as Frank left the office John Hobart rose, and tak-
ing from his pocket a coin, he tossed it in the air, saying before 
it fell to the ground, heads I win, and sure enough when the 
coin dropped it proved to be a head. “Ah, my lucky star is now 
in the ascendant, not long now to wait; but still I must be care-
ful, he must not see too much of Clara yet. Women are not to 
be relied on too much. No, as he is to come tomorrow I will 
take every care that today at least I guard my secret of success. 
Oh, man, man, man, what a fool you make of yourself when 
there is a woman in the case.”
John Hobart now seemed highly satisfied with what he had 
done, and, taking his hat, left the office, and was soon home 
again; and, as he had said, he took good care for that day at 
least that Frank Perryman should not see Clara alone.
* * * * *
“And what do you think of Miss Hobart?” asked Maud of 
Louisa Branscombe, a few days after the first visit paid by that 
young lady to the Perrymans.
“I like her,” answered Louie, “much better than I like her 
brother, and yet I have no reason for disliking the man further 
than I had a dream about him and Frank the evening after I 
first saw him.”
“What a suspicious little donkey you are, Louie, just be-
cause you dreamt of Hobart and Frank. I suppose you thought 
that Frank was a child, and he a bogie, and of course Frank got 
frightened and ran away.”
“Maud, how you do run on. I dreamt a very disagreeable 
dream, and I can’t help thinking there is something in it; for 
Frank seems to be always with them.”
“Oh, little green eye, jealous. Tell me now what you did 
dream, and let me judge too.”
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“I am not jealous, for I have no right to be so; but I am sure 
I always feel deeply interested in your welfare, and if I do seem 
foolish in doing so I am sorry, for I cannot help it.”
“You are not foolish, Louie, I know. In fact, I am but joking 
all the time, and you are in earnest. But tell me, Louie, what 
did you dream? For I am interested in such things, and believe 
in them.”
“Well, you know, Maud, it is doubtless all folly, but I will 
tell you. I thought I saw Frank and Mr Hobart walking along 
a beautiful field side by side, and suddenly I thought I saw the 
latter assume the form of a tremendous snake, and Frank then 
tried to get away, but the more he tried the more he seemed to 
be fascinated by the snake. Then I fancied I saw the snake at 
last gradually coil around Frank until he was perfectly power-
less. I then thought I could endure it no longer, and rushing 
up to them I lifted a stick to strike, and just then the snake 
dropped, and Frank stood over it as if he had mastered it. I 
then awoke with a fright, and since then whenever I see Mr 
Hobart I think of the snake.”
“It is certainly a most peculiar dream, Louie, and perhaps 
we may see some reason to look at Mr Hobart differently to 
what we have done so far. Frank seems to be much attached 
to Miss Hobart, considering we have only known them six 
months.”
Louie, at Maud’s mention of Frank’s attachment, changed 
colour, but she said nothing.
“I rather like Clara Hobart,” went on Maud, “I think she is 
quite unlike her brother, and she is also much more serious 
for her age than most girls one meets.”
“Yes, I think so also; in fact I rather like her myself, and if it 
were not for her brother, I feel I should like her much more.”
“It is very unlike you, dear Louie, to allow prejudice to car-
ry you so far.”
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“I know and repent it at the same time; but I cannot over-
come the feeling, try as I may.”
“Hullo, chatterboxes!” exclaims Frank, from the other end 
of the room, for he has entered and heard part of their conver-
sation, unobserved by them.
“Why, Frank,” said Maud, “what in the world brings you 
home so soon. Tell us all about it, for there must be a reason.”
“Very well, little one, as you wish to know I will, and then 
you must tell me your opinion of what I have done.”
“Go on then,” says Maud, “and do not keep us in suspense. 
If you are about to be married, Frank, we are most anxious to 
know to whom, so that we may sympathise with her, for she 
will deserve our pity.”
Frank and Maud both laughed at this joke, but Louie only 
said: “Oh, Maud, how can you talk so on such a serious sub-
ject?”
“Well,” said Frank, after their mirth had subsided, “I will 
tell you. I am married, but not the married you think of, but 
to a partner. In fact, to enlighten you, John Hobart and I are 
now in business together.”
This announcement seemed to fall very heavily on the ears 
of both his listeners. Neither of them spoke, but each turned 
and gave the other a look full of significance, for now their 
previous conversation about the dream occurred to both of 
them.
“Why, Louie and Maud, how silent you are; not a word 
even to wish me luck in my new venture.”
“I am sure we both wish you every success,” said Maud, 
“but your news is so unexpected that it took us by surprise. 
Of course, Frank, the arrangement will suit you, or you would 
have not done it.
“Oh, yes, the advantage is mutual, Hobart, not having a 
sufficient practice of his own gladly accepts, and I get the ben-
efit of his experience, and each is satisfied.”
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Louie now rose, and excusing herself, left the room.
“Frank,” asked Maud, as soon as Miss Branscombe was out 
of hearing, “Do you observe any alteration in Louie lately?”
“No, I cannot say I do, and yet now I remember she does 
not seem to be as jolly as she used to be.”
“That is what I notice, too, but I do not know of any reason 
for it, and I am getting rather uneasy about her. She is such a 
good, kind girl, I hate to see her otherwise than happy.”
“I will, after what you have told me, Maud, observe things 
more closely; and, in fact, the first time an opportunity oc-
curs, I will speak to her on the subject. I must leave you again, 
but I shall soon have finished what little more I have to do, 
and then I will return.”
CHAPTER VIII
“She sleeps, I think,” says Cruikstan, “No, she but seems to lie 
in thought.”
“I trust we are in time,” answers Mr Lurtonshaw, “for it 
must have been a terrible thing to be sent out for thirteen 
years, and yet innocent.”
“Yes, now I have it,” exclaims the invalid, “write quick lest 
it be too late.”
“I am now ready,” says Cruikstan, “I will write and follow 
you, if you go on.”
“Well,” she said, “my name is known here as Agnes Frayner, 
but that is really only assumed—my proper name is Agnes 
Hobart, and my father was sent to Van Dieman’s Land in 
the same ship as was Matthew Grant, but unlike him he was 
guilty.” Here the invalid stayed for a second or two to take 
breath.
“Matthew Grant, after he became agent for Mr Lurton-
shaw, employed me as housekeeper, and, I regret to say, was a 
kind master, for his kindness made me fond of him, and when 
I saw he was married to another my jealousy knew no bounds. 
I decided to try and obtain service in Mr Lurtonshaw’s house. 
When I told the squire this he asked me why I wanted to 
change, and my answer must have told tales, for I merely said 
I did not like the place. ‘Look you,’ said he, ‘stay where you are, 
I may want you to assist me to do something, and if I do you 
shall be paid, and further, you shall have a better situation.’ 
For a long time nothing was done, but one day he came to me 
and told me to ask for a few hours’ leave to go home. Before 
I went he gave me things which were to be put into the coal 
cellar, and the key, instead of being hung up in its usual place, 
was to be placed in Grant’s bedroom. This I did, and then I 
got myself out of sight and waited. Later on I saw the police 
take him away, and I was then nearly spoiling all, for I almost 
rushed up to the police and told them everything. In fact, I 
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was in the act of doing so when I caught sight of his wife, 
and then I hardened again; and after, when I regretted what I 
had done, my master told me I could not alter matters unless 
it was that I could get sent out with him myself.” The dying 
woman ceased speaking, and for fully fifteen minutes she was 
unable to utter a word, and then the magistrate arrived.
“Have you any more to say?” asked Mr Cruikstan.
“Nothing that you wish to know. Matthew Grant is inno-
cent, I know, and will swear it.”
When the document was read over to her in the magis-
trate’s presence, and she was asked if all was right, she an-
swered, “Quite; let me sign ere it be too late.” There was now a 
nervous twitching about the mouth, and she trembled visibly 
all over.
“Quick,” said Mr Lurtonshaw, “or we may be too late.”
Mr Lurtonshaw now gently aided her to rise, and the pen 
being placed in her hands, the woman tried to sign, but for 
some seconds she was quite unable to do so. Suddenly she 
grasped the pen in a bold hand and wrote, “Agnes Hobart, 
better known as Agnes Frayner, the only daughter of James 
Hobart, convicted and sent to Van Dieman’s Land in the year 
of—, and sister to John Hobart, now, I believe, a solicitor in 
practice in Hobart Town.” She had just finished this, when the 
pen dropped from her fingers, and with one “God help me,” 
she fell back quite dead.
“May God help you, indeed,” repeated Mr Lurtonshaw, “for 
a more cruel crime I never heard of.”
The document was now duly attested by the attending 
magistrate, and the same day forwarded to the solicitor for 
the Lurtonshaw family, so that a pardon might be procured 
as soon as possible for the unfortunate Matthew Grant. How 
little did he, poor fellow, ever dream of such proceedings now 
going on; well would it have comforted him. But time must 
elapse, and many strange events occur before he can learn 
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what has taken place. So far, the wicked prosper; but the time 
will come when all shall have their day, and until then we will 
leave the evil-doers to the tender mercy of their conscienc-
es. Did John Hobart ever trouble himself about conscience 
pangs? Did he possess a conscience at all? Or did anything 
ever trouble him? Yes, one thing did often come across his 
mind, and then he was troubled indeed!
* * * * *
The firm of Perryman and Hobart is now in full swing; the 
junior partner bids fair to further outdo his senior. The place 
has been arranged, and each of the partners has a separate 
office, now side by side, on the same floor. We will just look 
in on John Hobart and see how his new success in life pleases 
him. The clerk has returned from the Post Office, and as a 
mail is just in from Hobart Town, a very seldom occurrence 
in those days, John Hobart is all impatience to hear the news. 
Not that he expects any letters, for he knows better than to let 
anyone there know his whereabouts; but he wants to see the 
newspaper, and, as it has just arrived, he opens it and reads. 
Suddenly he exclaims: “Great God, but this is something I 
never expected.” The paper drops on the table, and Hobart 
sits in profound thought. The cause of this excitement is to be 
found in a local in the newspaper, which reads as follows:—
Another example of the danger of giving too much cre-
dence to circumstantial evidence has come under our 
notice. Some fifteen years ago, one Matthew Grant was 
found guilty at the Kent Assizes of being in possession 
of stolen property, and sentenced to transportation for 
life. The chain of evidence seemed to be complete, al-
beit it was of a purely circumstantial kind; but facts have 
since come to light that show completely that Grant was 
unjustly convicted. News has arrived from England that 
one Agnes Hobart when on her death bed, confessed 
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that she had, from motives of revenge, placed the stolen 
property in Grant’s house where it was found, and thus 
secured the downfall of an innocent man. The woman 
Hobart was the daughter of a convict formerly of this 
island, but now deceased, and sister to a gentleman of 
the same name who some two years ago left here very 
suddenly, having helped himself liberally from the 
cash-box of his employers, the well-known and highly-
respected firm of solicitors, Messrs Torridge and Tor-
ridge. It would almost seem that the Hobart family were 
fated to cause trouble to Grant, as it is supposed that the 
latter’s daughter was induced to accompany the swin-
dling attorney’s clerk. A free pardon has been accorded 
to the poor unfortunate man—who has for so long been 
suffering for the sins of another, and a subscription-list 
now lies at our office in order to provide the necessary 
funds to defray the expenses of Matthew Grant, who 
has determined to seek his daughter and the villain who 
has tempted her from her father’s side. This is certainly 
one of the most deserving cases that has ever come un-
der our notice, and we feel sure that our citizens will 
respond heartily to the call made on their liberality.
“So,” muttered Hobart, “that accursed sister of mine has 
indeed done me a kind action. I wish her tongue had been 
drawn from her mouth ere she made such a confession. And 
just as I am grasping success, too; but I will even now secure 
it, let what will come. Aye, let Matthew Grant ever find me, 
and then”— and the speaker dropped into a deep reverie.
Five o ’ clock  came, and still John Hobart sat in the same 
position. Perryman and all the clerks save one had left, and he 
was patiently waiting for his new master to come out of his of-
fice in order that he might close up and go home. Hobart not 
coming, the clerk taps gently at the office door, but as there is 
no answer he softly turns the handle, looks in, and sees Ho-
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bart sitting there like one in a dream, with the tell-tale paper 
before him. He does not know that anyone has knocked, or 
that the door has been opened, so intent is he on his plans for 
the future.
The clerk withdraws as stealthily as he has entered, and 
when he is alone, he mutters to himself, “So far, John Hobart, 
the convict’s son, you do not remember me. How long would 
I remain in your service if you did know?—about as long as 
it would take to pay me off. So far, however, I have disguised 
myself well; but what can take such an effect on the heartless 
John is something worth finding out. If I could but discover it 
I should be sure of one of two things—either that I could keep 
my billet as long as I liked, or until John Hobart murdered me, 
which, I know, would not trouble him much more than it will 
trouble him to plunder Frank Perryman of all he possesses in 
this world. However, I will wait. I often promised myself re-
venge on the father, but he died and defrauded me. You, John 
Hobart, will do as well, for I hate your accursed race.”
Hearing a movement within the room, Mr Felix Fixer,* 
for that is the clerk’s name, retires rapidly into the office of 
the ledger-keeper, the door of which faces Hobart’s room, 
and waits. Almost immediately John Hobart walks out like 
one in a dream, descends the stairs, and out into the street. 
The instant he has disappeared, Mr Fixer glides gently into 
the room, and in two minutes more is in the street with the 
much-coveted paper in his possession, for John Hobart has 
allowed his thoughts to carry him away, so that he forgot this 
dangerous piece of evidence against him. Scarcely had Felix 
Fixer gone up the street, in the reverse direction to that taken 
by Hobart, when he looks back and sees his new employer 
again at the office-door. When he finds the door locked and 
the key gone he turns once more and goes home in anything 
but an enviable frame of mind.
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Clara meets him at the door, and asks what has kept him 
so long.
“Business, business,” he answers in his most curt manner.
“John, Frank Perryman called, and do you know I felt 
ashamed to see him, for what can I say if he repeats his pro-
posal?”
“Say? Why, tell him your affections are otherwise engaged. 
What could you say better?”
“Oh, John, how can I say that after what has passed? What 
will he ever think of me?”
“Think of you! What care I what he thinks of you. Perhaps 
you would like to marry the pup, eh?”
“Anything would be better than treating him as you half 
suggest.”
“Oh, it would, no doubt; but I tell you I would sooner see 
you lying dead at my feet than the wife of another. So think 
you what you like, but once for all understand me.”
“John Hobart, what is wrong that you speak to me in this 
way? Have I not aided you in your schemes, and now you treat 
me thus. When I ask you a simple question, you behave to me 
as though I were the very dirt under your feet. Let us under-
stand each other, for though I may be submissive, I am not to 
be treated thus with impunity.”
“What mean you? Do you dare defy me openly? Very well, 
Clara Grant, we will see! You have, perhaps, allowed yourself 
to fall in love with this boy greenhorn, and now perhaps you 
think to marry him. But, may I ask you, what name do you 
propose to take at the interesting ceremony? The name of Ho-
bart, I presume. I can tell you that if you ever dream of such a 
thing you will find out your mistake.”
Clara rose, and turning full on Hobart said, not passion-
ately but firmly: “John Hobart, for over two years I have been 
to you all you could wish. I have been literally your slave, in 
adversity more especially. Now that you think yourself in af-
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fluence, you evidently fancy you can say and do as you like; 
but if I have been weak, aye, too weak by far to you, I had 
always a worthy object in view. There is a limit, however, to all 
things, John Hobart; and you have reached it. No longer will 
I serve you as I have done; no, not to save a kingdom. I will 
henceforth look to myself and mine; and do you likewise;” 
and without another word she left the room.
The dinner was on the table, for it was past the usual time 
for the meal, but it remained untouched. Hobart walked up 
and down the small room like a caged hyena, and at each turn 
he glared at himself in the mirror over the mantelpiece. Each 
minute he thought Clara would return, but she came not, and 
at last, out of patience and out of temper, he rung and asked 
to have Miss Hobart sent to him.
“She is out, sir,” answers the maid of all work.
“When did she go out?”
“Directly she left this room, sir, she put on her hat, and I 
have not seen her since.”
“When she returns, send her to me.”
“Yes, sir.”
“Fool that I am,” he exclaims. “Each day do I resolve to use 
policy and discretion, and each day do I do the reverse. But 
when she speaks of Perryman, I know I am mad, for how can I 
surrender her to another. No, ten thousand times no; for, with 
all my faults, I love her, and yet I dare not marry her.” Here the 
heartless fiend, libertine that he was, dropped on the couch, 
and gave way to sobs and even tears.
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CHAPTER IX
Felix Fixer watched Hobart at the office door, and when he saw 
him leave proceeded to his humble lodging. The first thing he 
did on his arrival was to go straight to his room, draw from 
his pocket the much-coveted paper, and carefully scan its con-
tents, until he came to the local which had so affected Hobart.
“Ah, ah!” he exclaims, when he has completed reading this, 
“it is too much joy. Oh, how I will have it, John Hobart. Aye, 
now I think I know enough to let my whiskers grow, and then, 
John Hobart, you will perhaps recognise the verger of the 
church you were so anxious to visit one morning, but which, I 
now presume, you are sorry you ever saw. Poor old Grant, too; 
ah, but the country warms for you, John Hobart! Now, how 
would a few lines to Grant go? It would save the old fellow 
ever so much trouble; but why should I trouble about him. 
I would not injure him, to be sure; but at present I have my 
own fish to fry, and when I have done someone else can have a 
turn at the pan. Yes, I will now have revenge, or, John Hobart, 
you shall go halves; yes, fair halves, nothing less. Ah, ah! This 
in itself will be revenge for me, for how will he take it? Oh, I 
know.”
After this chuckle, Felix Fixer carefully folded the paper 
again, and returned it to his breast pocket; then he ascended 
the stairs, and sat down to tea, for he could not afford dinner 
at six. The frugal meal concluded, he went again to the office 
of Perryman and Hobart; and, entering the office of the num-
ber furthest back, so that the light would not be seen, he sat 
down at the table, and studied carefully for fully two hours, 
after which he arose, selected a sheet of note-paper, and wrote 
as follows:—
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To JOHN HOBART, ESQ., Timaru.
SIR,—I have borrowed the newspaper you yesterday 
received from Hobart Town. I will, whenever you like, 
return it; but before I do I may as well let you know 
who I am. You will doubtless remember the verger of 
the church where you were married in 18—. My proper 
name is Felix Fixer, under which name I now sail; but I 
was not known by such when I had the extreme felicity 
of witnessing your nuptials with your employer’s daugh-
ter (a most unsuitable marriage). I may state that when 
I witnessed your signature, I foolishly, as I thought, ap-
pended my right name, and for this my services were 
disposed of when the Rev. — found it out. For this, sir, 
I think I am deserving of some slight consideration at 
your hands. I shall send a note stating that I am too un-
well to attend to business, but whenever you wish to 
see me I can attend. Your junior hand knows where I 
reside.—I am, &c.,
FELIX FIXER.
After carefully sealing up this note, Mr Fixer addressed it 
to “John Hobart, Esq., Barrister, &c., Timaru,” marked it “pri-
vate,” and left it on Hobart’s office table.
“Now,” said he, “I must arrange for the sending of the key,” 
and, this business being done to his satisfaction, Mr Fixer 
walked quietly home, where, for the present, we will leave 
him, and look up some of the other personages.
* * * * *
And Frank Perryman, how does he prepare himself for the 
shocks which, sooner or later, must come? He does not pre-
pare himself at all; as why should he? Is he not in blissful igno-
rance of the troubles that are impending? He thinks of Clara; 
but away from her the world has no charms. He sees but the 
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lovable girl whom he has learnt to adore; and nothing does he 
see to create within his honest heart the least fear but that all 
will go well with him in this, as it has, so far, in all else. Ah, it 
is too true, that it requires all kinds of people to make a world. 
Frank has not now visited Clara for days; in fact, but little has 
he seen her since the deed of partnership was signed between 
himself and Hobart; for she, poor girl, being far more honest 
than the man she has to associate with, avoids Frank as much 
as possible. Still he suspects nothing, for with the just all are 
just. There is, indeed, to him no cause for suspicion. Has he 
not taken Hobart into partnership solely to enable him to re-
main in Timaru, that there may be no obstacle to his union 
with Clara? And how could he ever dream that any other dif-
ficulty would arise? But the honest Frank is soon to be rudely 
awakened from his dream of blissful, confiding ignorance. 
Louisa Branscombe, too, has her burden to bear. She prays 
that her fears are groundless; that Frank does not love this 
beautiful girl, who, in reality, no one here seems to know any-
thing about, save that she is Clara Hobart.
“What is it to me,” Louie says to herself, “if he does love and 
even marry her; it is no concern of mine. What right ever had 
I to think of him? He never gave me encouragement, and why 
should he? Am I not Maud Perryman’s companion, almost 
a servant; and yet what dreams do I indulge in! But I must 
awaken from them; I must not allow my mind to be occupied 
by such thoughts.”
“Ah, at it again, are you?” says Maud, who now enters 
Louie’s room without announcing herself, and finds her deep 
in thought; so deep, in fact, that until Maud speaks she knows 
not that she is there. “Why, Louie, you are getting a regular 
little dreamer. What in the world ails you? You must certainly 
be in love.”
“In love!” echoes Miss Branscombe; but she does not deny 
the impeachment, and a tell-tale blush spreads over her face.
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“Yes, Louie, I really believe you are in love; but whoever 
can it be? Why not tell me? You know I would keep your se-
cret; and it is such relief to have someone to confide in.”
“Well, Maud, if, as you say, I am in love, then I have no 
right to be; so I ought not to make a confidant of you, for you 
would then think me as foolish as I must think myself.”
“ ‘As you must think yourself,’ you say; but you do not say, 
as you do think yourself.”
“Maud, do not ask me. I have nothing to tell you; nothing, 
at least, worth speaking about. Someday, perhaps, I may think 
otherwise; if so, you shall know all about it.”
“As you will, Louie; but in running on so fast I almost for-
got the piece of news I have for you, which, I am sure, will de-
light you. Frank wants me to get up a party to commemorate 
my nineteenth birthday—and I have promised to set to work. 
So I want you to help me, if you will.”
“Of course I will. What shall I do towards it?”
“Well, you know, the first thing to be done will be to send 
out invitations; and as you write so much better than I do, that 
part of the business shall be allotted to you. Here is a list that 
Frank and I have made, so if you write to each of them, I will 
get Frank to see to their delivery. Now I must away and look 
after something else.”
The following morning Frank was as full of the proposed 
party as was Maud, and the first thing he did was to go straight 
to Hobart’s room to give him the invitation for himself and 
his sister Clara. He knocked, and on entering found Hobart 
seated at his table evidently deep in thought. The letter of Fe-
lix Fixer was in his hands, and his feelings can be more easily 
imagined than described.
“I brought you invitations for Maud’s birthday party,” said 
Frank. “Of course yourself and Miss Hobart will come.”
Hobart started from his reverie at the sound of his part-
ner’s voice, but managed to conceal his agitation sufficiently 
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to answer: “I shall, I am sure, be delighted, and so will Clara, if 
she recovers; but at present she is very unwell indeed.”
“I am sorry to hear that,” said Frank. “I trust she will soon 
be better. I must let Maud know, that she may call and see her.”
“Today, Frank, I am sure she would prefer to be alone, for 
the doctor said she was not to be disturbed in any case.”
With this Frank withdrew, and Mr John Hobart was left 
again to the perusal of Felix Fixer’s letter. “I wonder what 
this infernal villain wants of me. Money, of course. Ah, well, 
I suppose I must give him a little and ship him off. I would 
far sooner give him a dose of this,” and Hobart drew a small 
round phial from his pocket, labelled “Poison,” which he re-
placed immediately. “And he to be the only living witness, 
save Grant. My little troubles seem again to accumulate; but, 
thanks to my endeavours, so far I am in a position now to 
meet and defy them. I will let Mr Fixer wait a little, and per-
haps he may become more reasonable. No doubt he thinks 
I shall send for him at once; if so, he is wrong. I know my 
man; he will keep, and further, he won’t let out my secrets—he 
knows that is his only chance of making anything out of me.”
John Hobart tried to satisfy himself that he was safe, but he 
was far from successful in his efforts. All who saw him on this 
day got but short answers, and the clerks, one and all, declared 
he must be in bad health; while Frank came to the conclusion 
that it was simply on account of his sister’s illness. Three days 
passed, and still Hobart did not recover his temper; his face, 
too, was pale and haggard, and it was evident that his health 
was suffering. Early on the third day he complained of not 
feeling up to the mark, and consequently left business early 
and went home.
Clara, after the stormy interview narrated in the last chap-
ter, had, of course, returned to the house, as do all people who 
are situated as she was; but from that day she had taken all 
her meals alone in her room, and refused to see anyone. She 
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told the servant that she wished to remain undisturbed on the 
afternoon in question. Hobart looked anxiously to see her, but 
she did not show herself. At last, tired of waiting, he sent the 
servant to say that if his sister was well enough he would like 
to see her, if only for a few minutes. The reply soon came; in 
fact, from where he stood he heard Clara say: “Tell Mr Hobart 
that I would rather not see anyone today.”
These words infuriated him, and he strided up and down 
the room like a caged wild beast until he was interrupted 
by a knock at the front door, and the servant announces Mr 
Whale, the head clerk from Perryman and Hobart.
“Pardon me, Mr Hobart,” said the new-comer, “but after 
you left to day this letter came, and as it was marked private 
and important, I took the liberty of bringing it to you, as I had 
heard you had left the office for the day.”
“I am obliged to you, Whale,” Hobart said, as he took the 
letter, opened it, and commenced to read. The clerk, after 
wishing his employer good day, a salutation that passed un-
heeded, left the house. The letter, the contents of which did 
not apparently increase Mr Hobart’s good temper, ran as fol-
lows:—
J. HOBART, ESQ., Barrister, &c., &c., &c., Timaru.
SIR,—I have waited three days expecting to hear from 
you, but I shall not wait three more. You forget that I 
have a desire to settle an old account, as well or more 
than any pecuniary motive. I shall be quite well tomor-
row, after which I shall again commence my duties.
FELIX FIXER.
“Curse the fellow. He shall not again ‘commence his duties’ 
in my office, for I know not what I should do if he did. That 
accursed marriage is worse than all. Why I ever was so mad I 
know not, and yet there were reasons to suppose it would turn 
The Two Lawyers64
out very differently to what it did. Still, I am glad she is not 
with me for every day I feel more unable to do without Clara; 
and now I have found that out, I am fearful lest I shall lose 
her. It cannot be that she cares for Frank Perryman, and yet I 
must have been a fool not to think twice before I commenced 
this project of mine; and now I have evidently allowed her to 
see my weak point, and was there ever a woman who would 
not take advantage of that. How I long to see and speak to her 
once more. Why the devil does she not see me? Then I could 
attend to other matters; but if this continues everything will be 
neglected. I must, and will see her, if only to ask her forgive-
ness. Would not that be another foolish act? Yet—yet,”—and 
John Hobart walked up and down the room, agitated beyond 
measure. Within his breast there raged the most conflicting 
thoughts. First, for one second, he would think of Clara; and 
at times he almost made up his mind to risk all and marry her; 
then his thoughts would drift on to Felix Fixer, and he would 
plan how to dispose of him; and then again, like an avenging 
angel, would appear the face of Matthew Grant, and he would 
become entirely lost in the confusion. At last he moves rapidly 
towards the door of Clara’s room, and knocks. He waits some 
seconds for an answer, and none coming he knocks again.
At last Clara says: “I think the servant told you I would 
rather not see any person today. I shall thank you to show 
some slight consideration for my wishes.”
“Clara, for God’s sake, speak to me, if but for one minute, 
that I may ask and obtain forgiveness from you.”
“Tomorrow I will see you, and hear all you have to say. To-
day I wish to be alone.”
“Clara, see me, if but for five minutes. I am much troubled 
about other business, and if you will set my mind at rest con-
cerning yourself, I shall be better able to cope with matters 
which, at present, I feel quite unequal to.”
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“Hitherto I have shown you every consideration, and what 
return have I had? Hard and cruel words. In trouble, more 
especially, I have considered you; but now prosperity has ar-
rived you tell me but too plainly that you can do without me.”
“Clara, for mercy’s sake come and speak to me. I will ex-
plain, and if but to say you forgive me this time, and in future, 
believe me, you shall not have cause to complain.”
“If you are anxious I should see you now, I will join you 
shortly in the dining room,” answers Clara, after a pause.
At these words a smile of delight illumines the face of John 
Hobart, and he has the appearance of a young man who has 
received encouragement from his mistress. He knows that 
he is no longer master in this case, and returns to the dining 
room all impatient for her coming.
He has not long to wait, as in less than ten minutes Clara 
joins him. She is dressed in her morning wrapper,* her hair in 
a neglected state; the colour has partly left her cheeks, which 
are usually of a delicately-tinted pink, and her eyes show signs 
of recent tears. Indeed, there is a pathos in her appearance 
that must affect any but the most heartless man, for she looks 
gentleness itself.
“Clara, my own darling,” exclaims John Hobart, trying to 
take her hand, which she withdraws, “why do you treat me 
thus?”
“Can you ask me why? Does not your conscience, if you 
have one, smite you? How could you ever expect me to show 
the consideration I do by granting you even this short inter-
view? Have you forgotten our last meeting? If so, I assure I do 
not, and never can, forget it.”
“Clara, the past is gone—let it be buried. What I have done 
or said, I regret; only say you forgive me, and then I can look 
to other things, which, at present require my full attention.”
 “If you want my forgiveness, you have it. Forgive you I 
will freely; but forget I cannot. I cannot,” she continued, “stay 
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longer now to talk; tomorrow I will see you, and then there 
are many things which I must say, for it is necessary we should 
understand each other.” With this she left the room, and al-
though he called upon her to return she heeded him not, and 
for that day he had seen the last of her. During the next half 
hour he walked up and down the room in an excited manner, 
until at last the note of Felix Fixer, which was upon the table, 
called his attention to other matters.
“What a doting fool I am growing; I leave everything ly-
ing about for any idiot to look at. I must attend to this man at 
once.” Having summoned the servant to inform her that he 
would not require dinner, and instructed her to attend to her 
mistress’s wants, Hobart took from a sideboard writing mate-
rials, and penned to Felix Fixer the following note, which he 
despatched at once:—
MR FELIX FIXER, Timaru.
DEAR SIR,—In reply to yours of this day, as your busi-
ness has the semblance of importance, I shall be at my 
office this evening at eight p.m., when I shall be ready to 
attend to your requirements.—I am, &c.,
JOHN HOBART.
Eight o ’ clock  has come, and Messrs Hobart and Fixer are 
seated in the office of the former gentleman. Both these wor-
thies are looking steadily at each other, and it is evident that 
the lawyer is by no means at his ease.
“So,” Mr Hobart commences, “you took the liberty of ab-
stracting a newspaper of mine, and now you write me threat-
ening letters. I have granted you this interview to hear what 
you have to say, and what you want; for, I presume, you have 
some slight favour to ask.”
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“Mr Hobart, I have no favour to ask; but I have a demand 
to make; and, as I know your liberality, I am fairly certain you 
will grant it.”
Hobart, at this speech, bit his lip with vexation; but he 
made no other sign of the annoyance he felt.
“Proceed, Mr Fixer, to make the demand, as you choose to 
term it; and if I must pay you to keep quiet, why the sooner we 
settle up the better.”
“First, then, Mr John Hobart, as my memory is slightly de-
fective, I always think other people’s are the same; and I would 
therefore like to know, sir, if you remember me.”
“I remember you as much as I wish to.”
“Do you not remember? No, I can see you do not! Can 
you call to mind a little promise made to me on the occa-
sion of your wedding? I sympathise with you for having a bad 
memory, for I know how detrimental it is; but never mind, as 
you have doubtless forgotten, it matters not.”
Again an angry flash from Hobart, but he sits still, and says: 
“Now, Mr Fixer, what can I do for you? If you want twenty, or 
even fifty pounds, to take you away from New Zealand, say so, 
and I will lend you that sum.”
“Well, Mr Hobart, you are kindness itself; but do you know 
this climate, bad as it is, agrees with me splendidly, and I have 
no idea of leaving it; in fact, what I did think of doing was to 
go into some little business here or hereabouts.”
Hobart, at this, half rose from his seat; but again sat down, 
as he thought it best.
“Mr Fixer,” he said, “I have neither the time nor the incli-
nation to remain bandying words. If you will state what you 
require, I will say yes or no.”
“Of that, Mr Hobart, I am quite sure. I know you are far too 
straightforward to do otherwise, always allowing, of course, 
that your memory does not fail you. Bad thing, sir, to have a 
defective memory.”
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“Fiend,” cries Hobart, grasping the ebony ruler* which was 
lying on the table, and turning towards Fixer with the evident 
intention of striking him; but he stays himself suddenly, and 
turns very pale.
“These are nice little fixings, Mr Hobart, are they not?” ob-
serves Fixer coolly, turning over as he speaks a six-chamber 
revolver.
Hobart drops the ruler, and again resumes his chair, look-
ing very much as if this time he had met his match.
“Will you come to business, if you have any such intention? 
If not, we but waste time.”
“Well, Mr Hobart, I should be as tired of that game as I 
think anyone; for, do you know, for many years I have done 
nothing else. Yes, Mr Hobart, we will come to business, as I 
can see plainly that you do not reciprocate my feelings; for, I 
assure you, I enjoy your company exceedingly.”
“Why do you not say what you want? Do you think I have 
nothing else to do but wait for you to speak?”
“Well, Mr Hobart, I will come to what you require. What 
I now want is simply—say, £50, for my present requirements, 
with which sum I will take a business-trip and make some ar-
rangements which are necessary. And by that time my whisk-
ers will have grown; and as my stay here has been so short, 
no one will recognise me, and I then shall let you know what 
my other plans are. At present, however, as I look on you as 
my junior partner, I do not deem it necessary to give you fur-
ther particulars; except that if I refer any business houses to 
you, you will be sure to speak well of me, for it is to your own 
advantage. I assure you that the spec is a good one, as I shall 
satisfy you.”
“Give you fifty pounds to squander, with the full knowl-
edge that you will return for more. Man, what do you take me 
for? And from where, in heaven’s name, do you imagine I de-
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rive my income, that you expect me to throw away my money 
in this manner?”
“I will answer all your queries, Mr Hobart; but, whatever 
you do, keep cool. I find nothing affects my memory more 
than loss of temper. But to the point: First, you ask me what 
I take you for. I take you, John Hobart, to be a sharp, shrewd 
man of the world; you have defects, as who has not. Further, 
you ask me where do I imagine you derive your income from. 
Now, this is an absurd question for you to ask, because if I 
speak plain my opinion will not be pleasant for you to hear; 
but, as you wish it, I will tell you. I think your present income 
is derived under false pretences, a crime punishable by law. 
But, of course, you sail so close to the wind that it is rather 
difficult to tell on which side of the line you are.”
“If you only came here to try and provoke me, we had bet-
ter end the interview, for it cannot have any desirable termi-
nation.”
“I have no desire to do anything of the sort; but you asked 
me a question, and do you know I am imbibing from you your 
straightforward ways, and of course, I answer your question 
pure and simple. With some people it would, I know, be fool-
ish; but not so with a man of your knowledge and integrity, for 
I am aware how you admire plain sailing.”
Hobart all this time sat, or rather rolled about in his chair. 
To do him justice, he was not a coward; and he knew, of course, 
that empty handed he was no match for the man before him, 
armed as he was. At times he could scarcely hold himself in 
check, for Fixer had evidently intended to rouse him. He most 
certainly had succeeded.
“You are, I think, Mr Hobart, slightly out of sorts about 
other matters to-night. Perhaps it would be as well for you 
either to let me have the cheque I now require, or tomorrow I 
can call and see you; but it must be in the morning, for other 
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affairs will occupy me until the time the next boat leaves for 
Dunedin.”
“You have evidently made up your mind that I shall accede 
to your request, but you give no reason for your supposition.”
“There you go again, Mr Hobart. One minute you are so 
very serious, and the next you are joking. Not give you any 
reason? Well, this is amusing—very amusing indeed,” and Mr 
Felix Fixer laughed immoderately. When his mirth had sub-
sided he again turned to Hobart, and said: “Pardon me, sir, I 
know I am most presumptuous to use such familiarity with 
you; but you know that comes of my bringing up, for I was 
reared by poor and not over honest parents; whereas you, Mr 
Hobart, were reared in the lap of luxury, and consequently I 
should consider these things. But I always was a fool, sir. I can 
remember when at school what a job our schoolmaster had in 
trying to teach me how to construe* the verb ‘to be,’ but to this 
day I know not its meaning, but I suppose it has something to 
do with being sensible.”
“You seem determined to keep up your jesting tone, so I 
suppose I need not waste time with you further.”
“Mr Hobart, you need waste no time, sir. You know what 
I require; you know also if it will suit you to keep my mouth 
shut. I now want fifty pounds, and nothing less. This money 
I have not any intention of wasting, far from it, and this may 
possibly be all I may ever ask you for. That, of course, depends 
on circumstances; but I shall in all probability ask you to en-
dorse a bill or two, which, if you do, will be to our mutual 
advantage, as I shall in our dealings be perfectly square. The 
spec which I am about to enter into will, I am certain, pay, so 
you will in no case run further risk. Of course, so long as you 
keep as I know you like to be, honest, sir, honest.”
“I will give you a cheque for fifty pounds, and may the ship 
that takes you away sink with you.”
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“Mr Hobart, do you not think it would be unjust for any 
ship to sink with me now? Many times before I hoped for such 
an event to take place, but then adversity hemmed me in on 
all sides. Now I see nothing but a bright field of prosperity 
before me, and so many things to do, and none of them done. 
No, sir, I certainly think you unjust to make such a wish; but, 
there, it is only another of your little jokes.”
Hobart having filled in and signed the cheque for fifty 
pounds, he said, as he handed it to Fixer: “Had you not better 
give me an acknowledgment for that.”
“I shall credit your account, Mr Hobart, in the books of the 
firm; so you will be allowed interest on that amount as from 
today.”
“Then,” said Hobart, rising: “I presume, as you have ob-
tained what you demanded, we have finished—at least for the 
present.”
“Well, yes; but there is another little favour I would ask 
of you, for you know it is to our joint interests. Perryman is 
well acquainted with certain business firms, both in Adelaide 
and Sydney; now you could easily procure for me letters of 
introduction from him, and this would save me an immense 
amount of trouble.”
“Letters of introduction! How can I tell the use you intend 
to make of these letters if I get them for you?”
“Mr Hobart, I shall not disgrace the firm of Perryman and 
Hobart; of that be sure. So far in my dealings I have kept near 
the line you have always steered clear of, but now the company 
I am like to keep when the partnership is in full swing will 
prevent my doing anything shady until I return. I will now, sir, 
as it grows late, wish you good night. If the letters do not reach 
me before 12 o ’ clock  tomorrow I will call on you for them.”
With this Mr Felix Fixer left Mr Hobart, and gently wend-
ing his way down-stairs was soon out of sight.
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Shortly after Hobart also descended the stairs, and letting 
himself out walked quietly towards home. Anyone who had 
seen him a month previous would scarcely believe him to be 
the same person, for as he walked along he stooped as though 
in pain; and so intent was he on the past, present, and future, 
that he never once on his homeward walk took his eyes from 
the ground.
CHAPTER X
We left Grant, as usual, at his daily labour; but on the last oc-
casion of referring to him he had been sent by his employer 
on a journey, which took him nearly the whole of two days. 
He had so often been away that it created no uneasy feeling in 
his mind; for, so far as Clara was concerned, he had the fullest 
confidence in her, and never for a single minute did he ap-
prehend any harm befalling her. He knew well by proof what 
kind of man Hobart was, but he did not dream of his being 
about to leave the Colony; and he was under the impression 
that he would not attempt anything while there, as, of course, 
he knew the secrets of his marriage, information that he fully 
estimated the value of. However, on the second day he com-
pleted his business, and, after having returned to his employer, 
made his way straight to his home, full of the joyful thoughts 
of again meeting his only child. Was she not his only joy and 
hope in this world? And, after so much undeserved punish-
ment, she was his only consolation. In due course he reached 
his hut, and, to his surprise and horror, found it empty, and 
nothing to guide him to her he sought—only the note, which 
was worth less than nothing, for it simply said: “Father, I go 
to save you.” To save him; and from what? This was to him, 
of course, unintelligible. He knew he had been guilty of no 
wrong, and for hours the unfortunate old man sat immersed 
in thought.
“Will she ever return?” he at times asked himself; but there 
was nothing to give any idea of an answer, and it was far into 
the night before he roused himself, and when he did it was to 
rush out of his now lonely hut and wander, he knew not and 
cared not where. He seemed to solace himself with the idea 
that he was seeking for her, his only hope, his only joy, but 
no sign did he see or hear. On, on, he wandered; the country 
through which he walked was thickly timbered, and he had 
long since left the paths; but he still kept on. At every sound 
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he would turn and run, until at last, fairly worn out with the 
fatigue of the day and the night, he sank upon the ground, 
powerless. How long he remained there he knew not, but he 
must have slept, for when he came to himself he was in an 
unknown spot. At last, with difficulty, he rose, for he was stiff 
from the exertion of the previous night.
The sun was shining brightly, and seemed to mock his 
soreness of heart. After a time he attempted to retrace his 
steps; but look and search as he would he could find no paths 
or other indication to guide him. In this state he rambled on, 
ever hoping to find some signs of civilisation, but none came. 
After a time thirst began to tell upon him, for it was now long 
past mid-day. He thought of the anxiety of his employer; this 
was to him a new trouble, for he feared it would be thought 
that he had endeavoured to make his escape. In this state of 
mind he sat for a time; and then, again, he would start to his 
feet and try to run. His strength, however, was fast failing 
him, and several times in his endeavour he stumbled and fell. 
Evening arrived, and with it hunger, which, until now, had 
never been thought of by him, for other subjects had occupied 
his thoughts.
“Clara, Clara, my girl, come to me!” he cries out in anguish-
stricken tones, “I will not be angry with you. Come, if only to 
let me tell you of him, the villain. Ah, she will not come; she 
has ceased to love her poor old father.”
Onwards he staggers rather than walks, for he knows not 
whither he is going. His senses, too, are fast leaving him; and 
in this at least there is mercy, for he will soon know no more 
of his troubles. Presently he stops and exclaims, “Ah, God, 
Thou art a just God, for now I see paradise. Yes, ’tis paradise, 
the fields are bright and green, and the crops look beautiful, 
and the sun shines bright.” As he says this he staggers and 
falls, and all is still. The sun gradually goes down, and pres-
ently the moon peeps from behind the hills, the night birds 
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warble their song; but there is no sign of civilisation, and far 
away into the night all is quiet.
* * * * *
The Perrymans are busy with preparations for Maud’s birth-
day party, which is to take place on the Friday. Miss Hobart, 
by her brother’s account, is still quite unfit to go out to any 
such gathering; and Frank is the most anxious of all parties 
concerning her health. Each morning immediately on Ho-
bart’s arrival does Frank ask after her, and on every occasion 
does Hobart feel as though he would like to return some eva-
sive reply, if he dared to do so. Maud, too, shows kind solici-
tude for Clara’s convalescence; each day she either goes to see 
her or sends her enquiries. It is now Wednesday, and Maud 
and Louie have just returned from visiting Clara. They are all 
seated in the drawing room at Perryman’s; Mrs Perryman is 
also there, when Frank returns. “Oh, Frank,” says Maud, “I 
have been to see Clara Hobart, at least Louie and I, and she 
states she is nearly sure she will not be able to accompany her 
brother to my party.”
Frank at this piece of news looks anything but pleased, for 
has he not been the means of getting up the party, so that for a 
few brief seconds, or perhaps longer, he may be able to enjoy 
Clara’s company, as ever since the signing of the deed Clara 
seems to be either away or ill.
“I am sure I am sorry,” says Frank, “for I should have liked 
to see her very much; but, of course, if she cannot come we 
must live in hopes of seeing her on some future occasion. 
Does she look very bad, Maud?”
“Well, no, Frank; I can scarcely notice any difference, with 
the exception that she is much paler.”
“Does she seem cheerful? And to have all she requires?”
“No, she certainly does not seem cheerful, Frank; but as to 
whether she has all she requires, I, of course, cannot tell that.”
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“How would it do, Maud, considering Hobart’s scruples 
about living above his income, and all that, to invite her to 
come and stay here for a week or so? You can ask her, you 
know, as from yourself and mother.”
“Well, Frank, I do not know. What think you, mother?”
“Well, my dears, this house always was very healthy until 
your poor father died, but I have lost confidence in it ever 
since; but, of course, Frank, if you would like Miss Hobart to 
come and live here, I will ask her.”
Frank at this speech first half-laughed, and then coloured 
visibly, and said: “I don’t know, mother, that I have any par-
ticular wish for her to come here, more than that I think we 
should, as friends, be as considerate for her welfare as possi-
ble, as it would not inconvenience us at all.”
“No,” said Mrs Perryman, “it certainly would not incon-
venience us. We have plenty of room; and then, you know, 
there is that garret up-stairs if she likes solitude.”
This caused a general laugh, but Frank soon looked serious 
again, and said: “Then, mother, will you call on her as soon as 
possible, and I will speak to Hobart in the meantime.”
* * * * *
The day after the interview between Fixer and Hobart, Clara 
rises, as usual; and before Hobart leaves the house, after each 
having taken breakfast in their own rooms, she sends him 
word not to leave before she sees him. Hobart, at this news, is 
in ecstasies, and walks up and down the room impatient for 
her coming. Presently she enters, and he rushes to meet her, 
endeavouring to take her hand, which she withdraws, saying 
as she does so: “I think, Mr Hobart, that is quite unneces-
sary. When your conduct alters entirely, then I shall be able to 
understand your change in this respect. I have seen you this 
morning because the present system of deception is so very 
distasteful to me that I have decided to make some alteration, 
and hence this interview.”
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“Clara, why do you persist in this course with me? You 
know, you must know, that I love you. I admit that I have, at 
times, been harsh; but then there are many reasons lately for 
my not being as gentle to you as I would wish. I have admitted 
my fault; and when, as now, I ask your forgiveness, why do 
you withhold it?”
“You say you love me; that I must know you love me. Now, 
how could I ever come to such a conclusion, Mr John Hobart? 
My views on this subject are evidently very different to yours. 
I speak from experience. I have loved, and do love, my father. 
I would gladly die tomorrow were it but to save him pain; in 
fact, I have already done more for him. But to associate cruel 
treatment with love, under the guise of outside annoyances, 
is too absurd. I have,” she continued, “loved you; why, I know 
not. But when I attended your every wish that was to me more 
than a command—because it was impossible to disobey the 
object of my love. No, John Hobart, talk not to me of love, for 
I have learnt too well to know the meaning you attach to that 
word.”
“Clara, dear Clara,” he replied, “then all I can say in extenu-
ation—for your arguments are too conclusive to gainsay—is 
that hitherto I have not loved; that I but deluded myself with 
the idea; but now, Clara, I do love; and, to prove it by your 
own words, ask of me anything, and you shall see that I, too, 
can make sacrifice.”
“I have not come here to make requests; at least, I do not 
look upon my purpose in that light. What I came for was to 
say that I can no longer occupy the position I have formerly; 
and as my staying here will necessitate my doing so, I have, 
therefore, decided that it is better I should go.”
“Go, Clara? Where? Go from me? Say not so, for without 
you, brute as I have been, I could not, would not, care to live. 
I will do aught you may ask of me; but talk not of leaving me.”
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“John Hobart, you speak of sacrifices, and you ask me not 
to go; on one condition I will stay.”
“Name it, and if practicable, it shall be done.”
“ ’Tis most practicable. You and I, for I wish not to screen 
myself, have been both base and mean to one of the most gen-
erous-hearted of men—I mean Frank Perryman. Now,” Clara 
continued, “what I ask of you is to tell him all, either yourself 
or in my presence. The latter I prefer—and, with me, ask him 
to forgive us. He may, nay, will scorn me; for how could he do 
aught else? But I shall, at least, have the satisfaction of know-
ing that in this respect I shall sin no more.”
At the mention of the name of Perryman all the base part 
in this man’s nature arose in conflict, his cheek paled, and his 
eyes flashed; and again for the time he was the very imper-
sonation of evil. But before her, as she spoke, he cowed again, 
for he had lost all control over himself; and, approaching her, 
he said: “Clara, spare me this. ’Tis too much to ask one’s rival 
for forgiveness.”
“Spare you!” she replies, “Why should you or I be spared, 
when to spare us means to sacrifice him? No, John Hobart, it 
must be so. If you will not do it, you prove yourself again what 
you have too often before; but I will, and must.”
Hobart knew that Clara would do as she had spoken, and 
that he had no power to prevent her carrying out her purpose.
“Clara,” he said, “I know not if madness be coming upon 
me, and I care not; but if you will not stay otherwise, I will 
marry you, and then—and then—I will defy all.”
“Too late,” she replied, “too late. Earlier in the day, John 
Hobart, this would have been to me good news; but not now. 
I must henceforth suffer, as others who are better have done.” 
As she ceased speaking her bosom heaved; and, half sitting, 
half falling on the sofa, she buried her face in her hands, and 
sobbed aloud.
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Hobart started towards her, but at the sound of his footfall 
she turned a face upon him full of indignation and scorn.
“Clara,” he cries, “if I tell him, will you then forgive, and 
marry me?”
“Forgive you? I have already done that; but marry you, I 
will never. I will try to be to you as nearly a sister as possible; 
but any more, do not ask of me. Tomorrow if you do not make 
the confession I ask of you, I shall. My future movements will 
be guided by circumstances.”
“Will nothing else satisfy you?” he asked. “Must I do the 
very thing which of all others I would sooner not do? Oh, it is 
bitter, but now do I know that at least I deserve all.”
“Aye, we both deserve all, for we are equally to blame; but 
we can make reparation, and it must be. Go now, John Hobart; 
I will give you until this time tomorrow to decide; but then if 
you will not do as I ask, I must, at least, perform my part.” 
With these words, she arose and left the room, taking no heed 
of the endearing epithets showered upon her, save that when 
she had reached the door of her chamber she turned and said:




We will now take the reader again to the woods of Van Die-
man’s Land. The sun has just risen, the birds are beginning 
to chirp, and as they soar upwards they see the figure of a 
man, who lies, to all appearance, dead. With the curiosity of 
the feathered tribe, they view the form of the apparently life-
less body; but he stirs not. The sun gradually rises, and the 
day is alive with all the natives of the woods, but still the man 
remains motionless. Suddenly he moves, then tries to rise, 
but sinks again, for his strength seems to be entirely gone. He 
mutters to himself, but his thoughts seem to keep on one sub-
ject. “Clara,” he says, “your mother is coming. Yes, she comes. 
What a long time she has been away. She will not know you 
now; you have grown, my girl—yes, almost out of recollec-
tion. But she will know you; yes, who could ever forget Clara? 
My Clara! My only comfort for so many weary years. You 
would not listen to him; I knew you would not. No, John Ho-
bart, you cannot deceive her. Go villain, go to your wife, Mary 
Torridge, the unwilling bride, whom you gained by stratagem, 
only to lose her. How she rejected you with scorn! I saw it, al-
though an unwilling witness. I knew not what your intention 
was, and you deceived us all—even the parson, and Felix, too, 
the knowing one. Ah, ah! But did she not tell you, John, that 
you had put a stone round your own neck, which you would 
live to curse? How true ’twill come, and then she, too, will be 
avenged.” So went on Matthew Grant muttering to himself in 
this wise. Several times he attempts to rise, but his limbs re-
fuse their office, and he sinks upon the ground, and again all 
is still.
After a time the murmur of voices is heard in the distance; 
the birds flutter in the trees, and again the lonely bush seems 
all astir. The voices approach rapidly, and the tramp as of 
many feet is heard. On, on, they come, looking behind every 
huge tree, for they think that he whom they are seeking is se-
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creted in some secluded spot. Suddenly the recumbent figure 
rises into a sitting position, and calls aloud: “Clara, my girl, ’tis 
time to rise; ’tis long past sunrise, and I must away.”
At the sound the men halt and listen, and then resume their 
search, but as they are unable to find anything, they conclude 
that what they had heard was only the result of their imagina-
tion. Suddenly again, almost in their midst, comes that voice, 
“I am not guilty,” and the seekers look before them where lies 
the figure of Matthew Grant.
The first who goes to his side is the overseer of the division* 
to which Grant belongs, and he exclaims in a self-satisfied 
tone, “I knew he had not bolted. Come, get up, my man.” He 
does not move, however, but mutters, “Tell her to come—I am 
not cross.”
“Poor old fellow,” several exclaim in a breath, “he has lost 
his reason.”
“Or does he sham?” asks another.
“Sham! Not he,” says the first comer, “he doesn’t know how 
to do that. I knew as soon as he was first reported missing, 
and that note was found crumpled up outside his hut, that 
he had only wandered away in hopes of finding his daughter. 
The ungrateful girl, to leave the poor old fellow, when he was 
always so kind to her. This comes of giving them too much of 
their own way.”
“Come, come,” says one, who seems to be in command, 
“we must not waste time. Let us prepare a litter, and try to save 
his life if possible.”
With this two long saplings are found, and several smaller 
sticks are laid across them, and at each corner they are tied 
with some strips of stringy bark, and so an Australian litter 
is formed. Grant is now lifted as gently as such men know 
how to lift a prisoner; for they, at least, do think a prisoner is 
no longer a man—they take into consideration the fact that 
there are some cases of victimised innocence. Two men now 
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take up the litter, one at each end, and they march forward for 
some time in silence.
Presently old Matthew again tries to rise, but his strength is 
not equal to it; and again he mutters, “Yes, John Hobart, I will 
see you some day; when you try to cast the stone from off your 
neck, you will possibly try to hang another there, for you are 
villain enough. But if you do, beware, John, for the first stone 
may choke you. And you tried to take my Clara, too. Ah, but 
you could not. She would not leave her poor old father. No, 
she will stay and comfort me; but sooner or later I will come 
and see you, John, and will also tell Clara at once to whom you 
are married; and then, John, what will she think of you when 
she knows how you obtained a wife?”
“I say, Kilgour,” says one of the carriers, “he is quite gone. 
He talks of nothing but her and Hobart. They must be a nice 
couple—he to induce her to leave, and she to go from the poor 
old fellow.”
“Aye,” said Kilgour, “blood will tell. What could you expect 
from the offspring of two lifers?”
“True,” said the first speaker, “but what does he mean by 
speaking of Hobart’s wife?”
“I’m sure I don’t know. I never heard he had one. But with 
this class of people, you or me never knows. They keep their 
affairs in their own class.”
“True, but Hobart is not one of their class; he is a solicitor, 
and never was a prisoner.”
“I know that, but his father was; and you know what they 
say about ‘bred in the bone, &c.’ ”
This seemed to be conclusive, and they accepted the argu-
ments of the latter speaker.
“The old fellow has been here a long time now,” says an-
other. “Is he a lifer? What was it for?”
“Yes,” says Kilgour, “he has been here about fifteen years. 
He was sent out for receiving and, I think, stealing as well. It 
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was, I am told, a bad case; a man that he was employed by had 
promoted and given him about the best billet on his estate (for 
he was a gentleman), and then the ungrateful fool stole, and 
was very near being hanged. His wife followed him out, but 
she died.”
“Yes,” mutters again the old man, “it was all put there for 
spite, and I could not prove otherwise, and they lagged* me. 
But some day, yes some day—”
“Yes, some day,” laughed one of the crowd, “some day, old 
fellow, and I think before long you will get a selection* of your 
own.”
This seemed to be considered a good joke by all, for they 
laughed and marched on. About four in the afternoon they 
reached head-quarters, reported their search to the assistant 
superintendent, and took old Grant to the hospital. The doc-
tor carefully examined Grant, and questioned the party who 
had found him. Then, as Grant rallied again, he asked him 
questions, but his replies were so at variance that the doctor 
pronounced him hopelessly mad. “There is,” he said, “nothing 
ailing him bodily, beyond the fact that he has lost strength 
from want of food. He is not even feverish, and is quite harm-
less. But I don’t think there is any chance of his sanity return-
ing.”
So Matthew, when he recovered his bodily health, became 
a wanderer about the divisions. He was perfectly harmless, 
and would sit for hours by himself and talk as though Clara 
was with him, for he never seemed to let her out of his memo-
ry. In this state things remained for long, and in all probability 
would have continued so until death had relieved the unfor-
tunate man, but for an event happening to which he owed the 
return of his sanity. The medical man who had examined him 
when he was first found was one of the old school, who when 
they conclude a case is hopeless, never again try a remedy. 
Dr. Featherstone had been in the service for many years, first 
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as an army doctor, and afterwards in the penal department. 
He at last decided to resign and return home, for he was at 
this time entitled to a pension. Accordingly he went, and in 
his place came a man of about twenty-nine years of age—one 
of the new school, whose motto is “kill or cure,” and being 
fresh from his home studies, he was anxious to put some of 
his ideas to the test. He had been there some ten days or more 
when he observed Grant one morning going his rounds as 
usual, and asked his dispenser what was the matter, and was 
supplied with a full account of the affair.
“Did Dr. Featherstone never try to cure this man in any 
way?” he asked the dispenser.
“No, sir; he pronounced him hopelessly insane the day he 
was brought in, and nothing was ever done after.”
“And is this hut you speak of still standing?”
“Yes, sir, and the furniture remains nearly the same, if not 
quite, as when he left it.”
“Then,” said the surgeon, “one day this week, if I am not 
mistaken, we will restore the old man’s sanity. It is quite time 
the old regime of medical men should be replaced; they are a 
pack of old fools.”
The dispenser felt quite shocked that his superior should 
speak so of their late doctor, whom he had always thought in-
fallible, but he said nothing; and, the third day after this con-
versation, Dr. Brintor told him to get two or three of the old 
hands together and take Grant to the place where he had been 
found, and then lead him back to his hut.
Accordingly the instructions were carried out, and long 
before they reached the hut Dr. Brintor awaited them. As 
they neared the hut there was a visible alteration in Grant; he 
looked around him more, and seemed to take notice of the 
surroundings. When they neared the hut Grant was allowed 
to walk on, while rest of the party remained behind. He went 
into the place as of old, looked round, and called “Clara!” 
CHAPTER XI 85
Then he stood as though in thought; suddenly he placed his 
hand on his forehead as though trying to remember; pres-
ently he mutters: “Yes, the note—I remembered to preserve. 
Ah! From what? Yes, out in the night; yes. Now I remember 
all. She went to save me from—no, this I cannot remember,” 
and suddenly turning to the doctor he says, “Do you know, 
sir, what she went to save me from?”
“Of course I do,” replied the doctor, “she went to try and 
save you from dying in prison.”
“Noble girl; but I fear, sir, she will not succeed, although, 
as I told her, I was innocent. What do you think of it—do you 
think there is any chance?”
“While there is life there is hope. Have patience for her re-
turn, and then you will know more.”
“True,” replied Grant, “I must have patience; but I seem to 
forget something. I wonder what I forget.”
“You have been ill; that has no doubt affected your memo-
ry. You are nearly well now, but you must not ask questions or 
you may fall ill again. Have patience, and when you want to 
know anything ask me, but no one else.”
“But, sir, I do not know or remember you. Who are you, if 
you please?”
“I am Dr. Brintor, who took the place of Dr. Featherstone.”
“Ah, yes, I remember him. When did he go? I don’t think I 
have seen him lately.”
“No, he has been gone some time; but we must go back 
to quarters now. Mind, you must not ask any one questions 
excepting of me; don’t forget.”
They returned to quarters, and the man that had some few 
hours before been looked upon as a hopeless idiot was now as 
sane, or nearly so, as ever.
Some few days after this, under the pretence of keeping 
him in to gain strength, Grant was sent back to his old em-
ployer, and was allowed to retake possession of his hut. So 
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things went on month after month, and when no signs came 
of Clara returning he became most anxious and uneasy, and at 
last, to save his reason, it became imperative to tell the truth. 
At this the old man became almost frantic, and for days his 
mind seemed giving way, and he gradually sank in health so 
that his life was despaired of. Gradually he became weaker, 
and the doctor gave it as his opinion that the poor old fel-
low would eventually sink under his troubles. Matters were 
in this state when the news came of the confession and his 
free pardon, which Hobart and Fixer had read. This news 
made a great alteration in the old fellow, and in a very short 
time he again began to recover, for he buoyed himself up with 
the hope of finding his daughter. Slowly but surely he came 
round; and, the press having caused great interest to be taken 
in his past misfortunes, subscriptions came in so freely that 
at the expiration of six weeks, when he was pronounced well 
enough to travel, there was collected for him nearly £100, and 
with this he concluded he could easily find Clara.
The day, the joyful day for the unfortunate man, at length 
arrived, and the boat in which he had taken passage for Mel-
bourne stood at the Hobart Town pier. Many of the free popu-
lation who had known Matthew Grant came to see him off, 
and many a cordial shake of the hand and kind wish did he 
receive from those around. In this new joy and excitement, 
for the time at least, he forgot his past and present troubles. 
There were many down at the wharf on this occasion; in fact, 
so unusual an occurrence was it, that there were hundreds to 
witness his departure. Now in all this bustle and excitement 
there is to be seen a man of mature years, who looks around 
him in a suspicious manner. He does not wear the convict 
dress, but there is a nervousness about him that would at-
tract anyone’s attention who was not looking at other matters. 
Carefully does he look around, and suddenly, when all are 
busy with other things, he seizes a box of fruit which lies on 
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the wharf, and which is to go on board, and rushes on, depos-
its it with the others, and then mingles again with the crowd. 
After a little time he descends the cabin steps and there he 
remains until the whistle blows and the steamer’s paddles 
are heard. He too, like Grant, knows, at least for a time, he is 
free. Yes, an escaped convict is on board, without a shilling. 
But what cares he for money—he knows but the value of one 
thing, LIBERTY, and this he now concludes he has obtained. 
On, on steams the boat, and when the time arrives for tickets 
to be examined, the escaped man goes aft, descends the hold 
which happens to be open, and for the remainder of the voy-
age, four whole days, he is not seen. No food does he taste ex-
cept the fruit stored below, but of this he eats his full. In those 
days there was no telegraph,* and all his fear is that another 
boat will follow; but fortune favours him, and without fur-
ther adventure the vessel arrives safely at the Sandridge pier,* 
Melbourne. With the crowd the convict mingles, and now he 
feels sure of his freedom. Yes, after ten years in Van Dieman’s 
Land, and a probable twenty more—for he is a hardy man, 
and his sentence was for life, and in those days it was a little 
matter that gave an unfortunate man that sentence—but from 
the probable twenty he escapes, and for the time he goes amid 
the crowd and we see him no more.
Grant now soon makes his way to the Sandridge railway 
station, takes a ticket, and in a very few minutes is landed in 
the city of Melbourne. What were his feelings at finding him-
self in such a place, and after such a number of years? For 
my part, I feel how unequal I am to the task of describing 
his emotions. First, he sees the throng of people—to him so 
unusual a sight—and hears the hum of voices, the cry of the 
newsboy; but he walks on and forgets for the time the object 
of his search; in fact, he only revels in the enjoyment of his 
lately-found liberty. What delight there exists to him in such 
knowledge. How long has he waited and yearned for what he 
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has now obtained? How long has he hoped without any reason 
for so doing? And now, when he least expected, indeed long 
after all hope was dead within him, he finds himself free; and 
not only free, but acquitted of all blame. Every time he realises 
the truth he feels overjoyed. This new experience raises him 
to the seventh heaven of delight, and as he experiences the joy 
of such freedom, on, on he walks, heedless of the direction 
he takes; for why should he care? Can he not at any moment 
turn and retrace his steps, which are no longer bound to keep 
in certain precincts? He has strolled on for fully three hours, 
when he is aroused by hearing the newsboy crying the even-
ing paper, and announcing the escape of a convict. Eagerly 
he purchases a paper, scans its contents, and there he finds 
that the same steamer which had brought him has carried the 
runaway. The missing man is known to him, and he is aware 
that should he see him he would recognise him. The full de-
scription of the convict is given, and nearly every detail of 
the description would apply to himself, although he does not 
notice that. Deep in thought, he still rambles on, wondering 
within himself if the unfortunate man will be lucky enough to 
avoid detection in the crowded thoroughfares of Melbourne, 
for he has too much sympathy to desire to aid in his arrest; 
and while thinking on in this strain, he is quite unaware of 
the fact that a man follows him, eagerly watching to see if he 
looks as though to find the runaway. Presently, having made 
up his mind that such is not the case, he overtakes Grant, and 
before the latter can turn round he is addressed in the follow-
ing words:—“Well, Matthew, would you know me were you 
to see me?”
Grant, at the sound of a familiar voice, turns and sees be-
fore him a man whose features he fancies he has seen before, 
but yet he cannot call to mind who he is.
“So you do not recognise me. I am glad of that. I thought I 
could hide my identity.”
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“John Whittler, as I live,” answers Grant, “I am glad to see 
you—glad because I know you are safe. And then again I am 
sorry you have not managed to put a greater distance between 
you and those who will be hot in pursuit.”
“I know, Grant, you are glad—for I am certain you would 
not aid them to overtake me, although you are not one of my 
sort, for you always were of a better lot. But you are of the 
humane kind, and would not wish to see me back in that hell’s 
hole again.”
“No, John, that I would not; for no matter what you have 
been, you were not like some in the hole we have just come 
from. I do believe you will, if you are allowed, try and do bet-
ter.”
“Aye, Grant, that I will, and I only long to get out of this 
place, and reach the goldfields, and then I shall feel safer.”
“Why do you lose time? Every hour you are here increases 
your danger; in fact, your talking to me is far from wise, for I 
am most assuredly known.”
“I only wait to get a few shillings to take me on, for so far 
I have nothing. The disguise I have I got from one of our, or 
rather my, sort; but money he could not give me, for he had 
none. To-night I hope to get a little, and then I will start.”
“I am but poor myself,” said Grant, “for what little I possess 
I have an all-important use for. But still I would like to do you 
a good turn; and if you will promise me, if I give you some of 
what little I have, that you will away at once, I can only say you 
are welcome.”
As Grant said this he put his hand into his pocket and 
brought forth three bright sovereigns.
“Grant,” said Whittler, “I had no thought of this when I 
accosted you; but if you will so far befriend me, and I should 
ever find an opportunity to repay you, I shall do so as will-
ingly as I know you give me this.”
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“I care not about repayment; we are, or have been, broth-
ers in adversity; and although I am aware I am aiding you to 
evade the law, yet all I ask in return for this is that in future 
you may try and do better. Should you ever be in a position 
to aid another, do so with this amount, and leave this city at 
once. These are the only conditions I impose.”
So saying, Grant placed the money in the hand of John 
Whittler.
“Matthew Grant,” said Whittler, catching him by the hand, 
“for ten long years I have never had occasion to look on any 
one but as an enemy; for you know what they are where we 
have just come from, and can therefore feel and know a little 
of what I now would say. I cannot find words to say what I 
want, but I only trust that the day may come when I can show 
I am not quite so bad as not to remember this act. Good-bye, 
Grant, and may you never regret this one kind act.”
“Good-bye, Whittler; clear away as quickly as possible is 
my advice to you.”
So they parted. Grant now decided it was getting time for 
him to seek some place where he could put up, which, until 
now, he had not thought of. He accordingly, as he concluded 
he had strayed a considerable distance, started to walk briskly; 
and so for a short space we will leave him and follow John 
Whittler.
On his leaving Grant he at once decided to make what 
haste he could to get clear of the city, but he had not gone far 
when he observed he was closely watched, and he soon came 
to the conclusion that the detectives were on his track.
“Now,” he thought, “I am again in the hands of the philis-
tines if I do not effect my escape by some fraud or other. How 
shall I do it? Shall I?” he mutters. “Yes, why not? It will be but 
a few days; but to me it would be life. I must, and will escape, 
so here goes.”
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With this he crosses the street, and walks towards the man, 
who, he concluded, had been following him. When he is face 
to face with the stranger, he says: “Can you tell me how far I 
am from a police station? Or where can I find a policeman?”
“Why do you ask?” enquires the individual.
“Because I wish to do an act of justice. I want an answer 
before it is too late; so, if you can tell me, do so, and at once.”
“Well, then, I am a detective. Now, what would you?”
“Good,” says Whittler, “did you meet or see that man that 
I have just left?”
“Yes,” answers the detective, all excitement.
“Well,” replied he, “that man is John Whittler, just escaped 
from Van Dieman’s Land. Quick and arrest him, and I will 
call in casually and identify him, for I am Matthew Grant, just 
pardoned, and from there.”
“Well, fool that I have been,” says the detective, “for I had 
followed you, and took you for him.”
“Well, lose no time now, but away. I will pass by in about 
an hour, and then, if you like, you can call me, and even arrest 
me. I can identify him, but I would not like it known that I 
gave information.”
The detective was decided by the style of the man and his 
assurance; and, further, fearing he might lose the right one, 
started off in full pursuit of Grant, whom he soon overtakes; 
while Mr John Whittler, in less time than it took to convey 
Grant to the lock-up, was on his way along the Keilor Plains,* 
and in the direction of Bendigo. Grant, to save the man who 
had just betrayed him to the police, refused, for the present at 
least, to say a word.
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CHAPTER XII
Once more we will, with the reader’s permission, return to 
Timaru. The party which was held at Frank Perryman’s came 
off as was intended; but Clara, steadfast in her determina-
tion to sin no more in this direction, did not go, and on this 
ground John Hobart refused to leave her while in ill health. 
It is needless to say that Frank did not enjoy the party as he 
would have done had Clara been well enough to attend, but 
still, as it could not be avoided, he had again to endure disap-
pointment, and wait.
So, day after day, in fact, month after month, went by, and 
still Clara remained almost in seclusion, for she feared to do 
otherwise. Of course she knew not of her father’s release; and 
for his sake she decided to remain in the same house with her 
supposed brother. In truth, she believed there existed some 
hold on her father by Hobart. She braved everything when 
her temper was roused; and she now held the mastery of Ho-
bart, but she kept to herself, and allowed him to do likewise, 
and waited. They had removed to a more commodious house, 
where she enjoyed more comforts; but she prevented Hobart 
from thawing the coolness that existed between them. Often 
did he implore her to forget the past, and be to him as before, 
but she refused to accede to the request.
Things went on in this way until one day, to John Hobart’s 
annoyance, Mr Felix Fixer, again appeared on the scene, and 
on the third day after his arrival he sent to Hobart the follow-
ing brief letter.
John HOBART, ESQ., Timaru.
DEAR SIR,—You will doubtless be glad to hear of my re-
turn. I shall be most happy to see you as soon as you 
can make it convenient, either at your office or at your 
house. Kindly notify which you prefer; but don’t lay this 
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note by, or your defective memory may cause you to 
forget to reply. I have business of the greatest impor-
tance to speak upon—Yours faithfully,
FELIX FIXER.
Hobart was not aware of the return of Fixer until this note 
was found by him placed on his office table on the fourth 
morning after his return.
“Curse the fellow,” he exclaimed, “what does he want now? 
More money of course. I had better give Perryman up to him, 
and take what I can and go, for I shall know no peace now 
unless I can make some terms with him, and so get rid of 
him. If I could,”—here he paused, and a sinister expression 
came over his face that bode no good to Fixer. “Yes,” he went 
on, “I might as well do that if a chance offered, for I have now 
raised myself above suspicion. But he knows too much, and is 
always on the alert. Still, perhaps, ’twill be better to see him, 
and then—then—”
Hobart lapses into deep thought. Several times has some 
one knocked at his office door, but he either does not or will 
not hear them.
“A stone around my neck, she said,” he mutters, “Ah, little 
I thought how true. If I could, though, put one around hers, 
and cast her into the sea, I would then defy all; for then, Clara 
Grant, you shall marry me in spite of everything. But I must 
not waste time dreaming thus; I must look matters straight 
in the face, and then I may possibly cope with them; but if I 
drivel on like this, I shall spoil all, and leave here as I came, a 
beggar.”
Opening his private bureau, he deposits therein Fixer’s let-




DEAR SIR,—I shall be at liberty to-night at my office at 8 
o ’ clock  when I shall be able to see you.—Yours, in haste.
The letter he, either from forgetfulness or with intention, 
does not sign, but seals and folds it up, and addresses the en-
velope.
And now for a short space we will take a peep at Mr Fixer, 
and see how he looks after his trip. He sits as we see him in 
an easy chair before a bright wood fire; for he has, since his 
return, taken a furnished cottage, and has an elderly wom-
an for his housekeeper. No one would take him for the same 
person, for in the three months that have elapsed his whisk-
ers have so grown that they completely cover his face, which 
before was cleanly shaved, except the moustache, and this is 
now removed. So much does it alter him that his most inti-
mate friend would pass him in the street. As he sits before 
the fire, Hobart’s letter is brought in by the housekeeper, who 
at once retires; and Fixer, with a smile of satisfaction, opens 
the envelope, saying as he does so, “You are learning better 
manners, John Hobart. Now, this is something like. Hulloa! 
What is this?” he exclaims in surprise, “The letter is written in 
a feigned hand, and not signed. So ho, my boy, you mean mis-
chief, do you! Well, we shall see. I am glad I provided myself 
for an occasion like the present. Oh, yes, John, I shall be there, 
for I know how glad you will be to see me.”
At 8 o ’ clock  on the evening in question Hobart is the first 
to enter his office door, and standing in the shadow on the 
opposite side is Felix Fixer, waiting and watching. After a little 
he too walks over; and, after knocking and getting no reply 
turns the handle, and the door yields to the touch, and he en-
ters. Scarcely has he closed the door after him, when there de-
scends on his head a blow that is well directed; but, strange to 
say, instead of succumbing to the attack made upon him, Felix 
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Fixer turns sharply, much to the surprise of John Hobart, and 
with a well-directed blow he fells him to the ground.
“Take that, John Hobart; and the next time you try to de-
prive me of my life, do not put me on my guard, as you did 
this time.”
“Ah, curse you,” returns Hobart, “were you not the fiend 
himself you could never have withstood such a blow.”
“Never mind what I could have withstood. Get up, fool, 
and wipe the blood from your face, and precede me up-stairs, 
for I came here to do business, and I shall do it before I leave. 
You also came here to do business, but you tried, and signally 
failed. I shall not!”
“Tell me what you want, that I may settle accounts with 
you, and then let me alone. Why do you not finish in one act 
instead of prolonging my misery?”
“Ha! ha! ha! Finish you, like you tried to finish me. No, 
that I will leave for the hangman, John. That’s not the way I go 
to work; in fact, you are to me the goose that lays the golden 
eggs, and I must nurse you lest you catch the croop* and die. 
You don’t know how anxious I am about you.”
“Aye, jeer on. Some day it will be my turn.”
“Your turn!” says Fixer. “I think you have had your turn. 
Do you not live now like a lord, when you should be treated 
like the criminal that you are? Have you not deprived the un-
fortunate girl of her actual freedom under threats? And her 
father, what have you done for him? Made the unfortunate 
man miserable for life. How he must like you and your dear 
sister; and then you speak about your turn—yes, you shall 
have it. I fancy I see what a time you will have when Grant ar-
rives, and perhaps, Mary Torridge too. Get up, man, instantly, 
or I shall forget you are the viper you are by crushing out your 
life, and so get myself into trouble for you, who are not worth 
one minute’s thought. Precede me to your room, and should 
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you make another attempt on me I will finish you, and so save 
the hangman.”
Hobart was so overcome that he at once arose and ascend-
ed the stairs, Fixer following immediately behind.
When they arrived inside the office, Fixer, motioning to a 
chair, told his companion roughly to be seated, and, turning, 
closed and locked the door. He now, with a bull’s-eye lamp,* 
which he had brought with him, lighted the room; and, draw-
ing up one chair, placed the lamp upon another; and, taking 
out his revolver, examined, and returned it to his pocket.
“Now, John Hobart, try and be wise, and let us to business. 
I came here for a purpose; and, mind you, it is for your inter-
est as well as mine that I succeed. I am quite prepared to treat 
you fairly, so try and subdue your villainous nature, and listen 
to reason. If I do well, so do you; if I do not, you shall not; so 
if you will for once try and be fair, you will find that I can dis-
play honesty among thieves.”
“I will be reasonable; but why be so coarse in your remarks, 
and make such hideous comparisons?”
“What else could either of us be compared to? Do we not 
both hope to rise by the fall of another? Aye, by the fall of a 
regiment if necessary. For my part, I want success, and I am 
honest enough to admit that I am not very particular how I 
attain it. Yet I feel assured I am more conscientious than you, 
so don’t try to deceive both yourself and me.”
“What do you want? State the amount, and if it is in my 
power to give it you, and so settle the matter, I will agree.”
“I do not, as I told you, want any amount. I do not, in fact, 
want money, and possibly never shall from you or the firm; 
but from both do I want assistance, and should my venture be 
successful, you shall share the proceeds. Further, I will use all 
discretion, and hear your advice at all times, so that you may 
never be working in the dark.”
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“You do not enlighten me as to your plans, but keep me in 
the dark; in fact, you too often treat me as a child by your jeer-
ing and sarcastic manner.”
While Hobart spoke he had been weighing in his mind all 
that Fixer had just said; and, knowing as he did that he was a 
man of the world, and a man of business, his gambler’s spirit 
rose within him; and he felt, in truth, as anxious to hear Fixer 
further as Fixer was to speak. He felt sure that he had some 
bold speculation to propose, and he himself was as anxious 
for such as his confederate; for was he not in daily dread of 
Grant turning up and destroying all his plans? With Clara, 
too, he felt a change would be for the better; for did he not half 
fear that her arguments in favour of Frank Perryman were but 
the forerunners of love, and this he dreaded more than all. 
Were she to love none else he could endure things in their 
present state, but any change in her feelings would materially 
alter the matter. He had concluded, too, in his own mind, that 
Fixer was one too many for him, and still he believed as much 
in his honesty towards himself as a man like Hobart could 
believe in anyone; so that at this stage he had decided to hear 
and reason with him, and do what he considered best.
“Then,” said Fixer, in reply to Hobart’s last remarks, “I will 
now treat you as a man; in fact, possibly better than you de-
serve. I have no desire to say aught that offends you, as we can 
do better by agreeing than otherwise. Now, to proceed, I have 
been, since I left here, to the other colonies, for I had some 
little money besides the amount I had received from you. I 
have, at the other places, made arrangements to ship there di-
rect certain produce from here, and what I now wish to do is 
to start the thing. At first I know I shall for a certainty have 
difficulties to contend with, but with you to aid me they can 
be easily overcome. I shall then soon be in a position to do a 
large business on my name alone, for you will be able to say 
all that is required to make my credit good. As our business 
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progresses, ours I say advisedly, for you shall have your share 
of the profits, we can further speculate on our names and our 
paper —a useful thing if properly handled. In fact, by degrees 
the firm will develop into a sort of mercantile arrangement; 
we can, in a short time, ship even with our own ships direct 
to other ports, and take advantage of the different markets to 
finance during the intervals.”
“All that sounds well enough; but how are you to start such 
an affair without much capital?”
“I am coming to that. You must, if you like mind, place 
a certain sum at first in my hands, to open up the business. 
This money you can draw back almost immediately; for my, 
or rather our, banker need not know that the capital is not 
expended in the purchase of grain, wool, ships, or what not. 
Further, I can refer, or cause my banker to refer, to you; you 
can satisfy all his doubts by saying you are intimately ac-
quainted with my business affairs, and that before long I shall 
have the command of large sums of money; and, as an assur-
ance of this, I can draw on your firm for a sum by bill of ex-
change, which you accept without demur. Of course, for this 
bill I shall at once make provision; and, further, you will, by 
these means, be always better off than now, for if aught occurs 
between yourself and Perryman you will soon be in a position 
to defy all here.”
“You ask,” said Hobart, evidently puzzled, “for a bill from 
the firm. How do I know, in the first place, you will not take 
the proceeds and clear with it? Besides this, how do I know 
what Perryman may say when I ask his consent to such a 
speculation on my account?”
“Hobart, you are a child. Why should I clear with the pro-
ceeds of this bill, when by remaining I have every reason to 
suppose I shall do better? In fact, I feel certain I shall soon 
raise myself to independence, for the business is required here 
much, and will I am sure prosper if properly handled. As to 
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your second absurd query, why should you ever let Perryman 
know a word about the bill, which you can accept yourself 
in the name of the firm? Should our little dodge ever be dis-
covered, it is doubtful if Perryman would raise any objection; 
and if he did you could so smooth the thing over that nothing 
would come of it. In fact, by taking up the bill all would be 
well, and he could only say that in future you must not draw 
on the firm.”
“I begin to understand you; but I know little about bills, 
further than that they become due so many months after date.”
“Such matters as these I do know and understand, so you 
can leave that to me. All you have to do is to try and be fair, 
and in Felix Fixer you will find as great a friend as ever you 
will find in him an enemy if you do wrong. I will now leave 
you; and when I wish to see you next, I shall call upon you in 
the day-time, and then we can make or complete any further 
arrangements. I shall also secure suitable premises to carry on 
business for the present, and do not intend to do anything of 
much importance without your being made cognisant of it. So 
now, I trust you will see the advisability of checking any fur-
ther desire you may have to take my life, as you did to-night. 
You would certainly have succeeded but for this hat, which, as 
you see, is blow-proof.” As Fixer said this he, with difficulty, 
took off his hat, which had bearings coming from the crown 
down on to his shoulders; and in consequence, as the bearings 
were spring steel, the blow only forced them down on to the 
shoulder, but in no way hurt the head of the wearer.
“I am still further protected against your attacks,” Fixer 
added, “as I concluded you meant mischief. Let me tell you 
also that should you ever succeed in your endeavours you will 
but ruin yourself; for I have now deposited, in case anything 
of that nature occurs to me, letters to Frank Perryman, Clara, 
and Mary Hobart, which tell them all. I have likewise written 
to Matthew Grant, and all these epistles will be delivered to 
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the persons addressed should any mishap occur to me, and 
they will know all, for I have said everything that can be said. 
Bear all I say in mind, and until we meet again I will bid you 
good evening.”
For long after Fixer’s departure Hobart sat in his office ru-
minating over all that had been said. “If his plan only work, 
I see success beyond my expectations,” he thought, “and why 
should it not. He is, without doubt, clever in business, and I 
will try and look on things in a different light. His own inter-
ests, too, are mine; but what will Frank say if he finds us out? 
Bah! What care I? Can I not handle him in any case? In fact, I 
must, in spite of all obstacles, succeed.”
A few minutes after John Hobart was on his way home, and 
as he walked along he was in quite a different frame of mind 
from what he was when he had left his house a few hours be-
fore. The success of Fixer’s schemes was as much importance 
to him as to Fixer himself—thus is a man’s mind turned com-
pletely round by a little gentle persuasion. Hobart had washed 
the blood stains off his face, which were the result of Fixer’s 
blow; but knew that on the morrow, at least, he would not be 
able to show himself at the office, as he was marked in a man-
ner that would not look desirable for one of his profession.
CHAPTER XIII
Leaving things as they are in the Hobart family for the present, 
we will return to Matthew Grant, whom we left in the police 
cell. When he was alone his mind began to dwell on his search 
for Clara. He felt certain he would not have to remain long 
in custody, as he could soon convince them that he was not 
John Whittler. The following morning Grant was taken before 
the magistrate, and, to his surprise, he heard the detective re-
count how he had been informed by one Grant a pardoned 
convict, from Van Dieman’s Land, that the prisoner was the 
man they sought. The detective asked for a remand, on the 
ground that he would obtain further evidence from Hobart 
Town, or would find the man who had given the information, 
to give the required evidence against the prisoner. Grant here 
stated that he was indeed the Matthew Grant who had been 
pardoned; but the magistrate took no notice of this, and he 
was accordingly remanded. For fourteen long days Grant lay 
awaiting further evidence, and at last, to his delight, a warder 
arrived, who at once declared him to be Matthew Grant, and 
not John Whittler; and he was accordingly discharged.
Now, fully awake to the difficulties of his search, the liber-
ated man started on his weary travel. During the following 
days he searched for the name of Hobart, but no trace of his 
whereabouts could he find, further than that one of the name 
had left there nearly two years before, but for what part no one 
could tell him. First he caused advertisements to be inserted 
in both the Melbourne and up-country papers, but no news 
came. After remaining there for nearly a month, he decided 
to leave the city, and for days he walked on asking of all he 
met for information; but none came to him, and at times he 
looked upon his search as so little likely to succeed that he 
almost lost all hope. He had now journeyed on as far as the 
Dunolly* diggings. The gold fever was then at its height, and 
the desire for acquiring wealth seemed to possess all; but for 
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Grant, it had no charms. To him gold, or aught else, without 
Clara, was as useless dross, and he at times feared that before 
he could find any trace of her all his little capital would be 
gone. Still he persevered, and so anxious was he for informa-
tion, that he would listen and ask questions of any whom he 
thought likely to give him a clue. On the evening of the fifth 
day after his arrival in Dunolly, Grant sat down, quite weary 
and footsore, for he had, during his stay, visited nearly every 
house on the diggings. The place in which he was seated was 
a public room, and many other people were there taking their 
evening glass.
“Well, Matthew,” said one man, evidently a digger, “have 
you heard any word yet of your daughter?”
“No, I am sorry to say, I can find no tidings of her, and I 
know not where to look next.”
“Well, I think you had better turn to and look for a fortune, 
for it seems easier to find than she.”
“I care not for fortune without her, and while I have a shil-
ling left I will look. When I must work of course I must.”
The man addressed looked at Grant as though to take stock 
of him, and then said: “Why not take a trip over to Bendigo. 
She may be there.”
“How far is that away?” asked Grant.
“Some forty miles. You can walk there in a day.”
“Can you tell me the way, as I may as well try that place as 
stay here?”
“Oh yes,” replied the man, “you take the road that leads 
from the back of this house, and as you go along ask anyone 
you meet the way to Jones’s Creek* and they will tell you.” 
“Thanks,” replied Grant, “I will start early, so that I may get 
through,” and with this the man wished him a good night, and 
departed.
Early on the following morning saw Grant again on the 
“wallaby track,” as tramping was termed in those days; and 
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before eight o ’ clock  he had arrived at Jones’s Creek. Now 
Jones’s Creek was one of those lonely places where the tim-
ber grows so thickly that it was an easy matter for a man, or 
men, to hide behind the trees. The old man walked on till he 
came to a turn of the road, where, for the time, the sight of 
the track both before and behind him was lost to view—the 
timber at this point being thicker than usual. As he had eaten 
but little breakfast before he started, he stopped on the road-
side, sat down on a fallen tree, and took from a small bun-
dle which he carried in his hand a piece of bread and meat, 
and commenced eating his snack. He had sat there for some 
few minutes, still deep in thought, when there crept up from 
behind a man carefully and stealthily, carrying in his right 
hand a formidable-looking stick. He had now reached a huge 
tree, which stood two or three feet behind where Grant was 
seated, all unconscious of any danger. The man listened, to as-
sure himself that no one was approaching, and then, carefully 
lifting his stick high over his head, he approached two steps 
nearer Grant, and brought his weapon down on the head of 
the unfortunate man. The victim of this murderous onslaught 
fell with a dull thud senseless on the earth, and then all was 
still again. In less time than it takes to tell, the pockets were 
rifled, and nearly seventy pounds in bright gold were soon in 
possession of the robber.
“Ah,” he muttered, “I thought from the way you spoke old 
chap, that you were not short. Now, perhaps, you will go in 
search of fortune instead of wandering about looking for 
daughters,” and having satisfied himself that he had all Grant’s 
possessions, the fellow made off, and left the unfortunate man 
lying there to live or die.
About an hour later two more swaggers came along from 
Sandy Creek, bound for Dunolly. We will accompany them a 
little, and listen to their conversation.
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“A queer road this, Jim; we must be near the spot where the 
Dunlop O’Neil murder was committed.” *
“Yes,” answers the other, “we are just now quite near to it. 
Seems as though these places were made for that sort of thing. 
Look how thick the timber is here; why there might be a regi-
ment of soldiers within twenty yards, and until they pounced 
on you, you would never know they were there.”
“Yes, by Jove, I should not care about travelling here now 
alone. God knows how many are murdered that nothing is 
ever heard of.”
“Yes, you are right; but one hears of plenty as it is. But it 
seems to be always the same on a goldfield.”
The two companions are just taking the turn of the road 
where old Grant was lying, and just as they turn the corner 
the one addressed as Jim calls out, “Hullo, another case. Talk 
of the devil, they say, and you see his works.”
“Poor old fellow, quite dead, I think, from the loss of blood. 
Robbery, you see; his pockets are turned inside out.”
Jim, throwing off his swag, kneels down, and places his 
hand over old Grant’s heart, saying as he does so, “No, George, 
he is alive yet, but what a smash he has had on the head. Poor 
old man, struck down, as he must have been, eating his break-
fast. Give me a drop of that P. B.,* and we will try and bring 
him round. Curse such a cowardly wretch. If I ever should 
know who did this, by the piper that played before Moses, but 
I would make him remember Jim Meredith.”
The brandy was now forced down Grant’s throat, and in a 
very few minutes he showed signs of returning consciousness.
It was fully an hour before Grant could be made to under-
stand the position of affairs, and when he did so he gave vent 
to the most pitiable cries of anguish.
“Oh, God,” he exclaimed. “Am I to be ever pursued by evil 
fortune? I have been made the victim of plotters and murder-
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ers; and now, Clara, I shall never be able to find you,” and the 
poor heart-broken old man burst into tears.
“Cheer up, old fellow,” said Meredith, “things always look 
blackest before the dawn. Who knows but that this may be the 
means of your finding her you seek.”
“I thank you for trying to make me look on things in a fa-
vourable light,” replied Grant, “but you know not what I have 
suffered. It has always looked blackest with me, but of that 
I need not speak now. I know not how I am to gain a liveli-
hood, for my life has been wasted, and I know nothing of what 
would now be useful to me.”
“Look here,” said George, who until now had said nothing, 
“I suppose you can work; so if Jim here likes you can come 
along with us for a bit anyhow, and share with us. You will 
live, if nothing else.”
“True,” said Jim, “we intend pitching our tent on Goose-
berry’s Hill,* at Dunolly, as I hear they are getting a little gold 
there; and as for blankets, I have nearly enough of them for 
both of us, so we shall have no difficulty in managing.”
Grant rose, feeling very weak from loss of blood, and, turn-
ing to newly-found friends, said: “I thank you for your kind-
ness, and will accept your generous offer. For this day, at least, 
I will remain, and if after we have had a talk you are still in-
clined to help me on by letting me work with you, and so learn 
how to dig, I will stay longer.”
They both now agreed to this, and the three turned their 
steps again towards Dunolly. The first thing to do on arrival 
was to give information to the police; but in those days these 
officials had enough to do to attend to the robberies that were 
always being committed, without bothering themselves con-
cerning people they knew nothing of.
The evening of the same day saw the tent of the trio erected 
on Gooseberry Hill, three colonial stretchers* were built, and 
Grant was initiated into the ways of living on the goldfields.
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The following morning they marked out two claims, one to 
be sunk at once, the other to be shepherded until such time as 
they saw how the lead went. This was the only work they did 
on that day, except putting things in order a little, and in the 
evening when they were all assembled in the tent, Grant said: 
“Now, George and Meredith, as you have been kind enough to 
offer me your assistance, I think a little explanation is due to 
you as to who and what I am.”
“Explanation,” they both cried out, laughing. “On the dig-
gings? I wonder you don’t want to produce testimonials.”
“I do not mean, as far as that goes,” returned Grant, “but I 
want to tell you something, and I must tell it to you. If, after I 
have done so you feel as now, all the better; if not, why I have 
done you no harm, and can go.”
“Well,” said George, who was evidently not much of a 
spokesman, “I don’t think it any business of ours to know your 
business; but if you want to confess, I don’t think Jim will ob-
ject, and I know I shan’t.”
Grant, without further preface proceeded to impart to his 
two mates the story of his suffering on Van Dieman’s Land, 
with which our readers are already acquainted; and, having 
concluded his narrative, he said: “Now, you know what I have 
been, and if you will still accept me as a mate, all that I can say 
is that I shall be grateful; if you will not, I must, of course, try 
what I can do for myself.”
“Why should we not take you?” said both, and Jim added, 
“All I say is, — the man who would turn his back on one who 
had been in gaol under these circumstances. No, we are not of 
that kind, Matthew; we will work together, and if we can help 
you to find your girl we will.”
“Well,” said George, “them lawyers are a bad lot. Poor old 
father used to tell me that if I ever disagreed with anyone, nev-
er to get a lawyer to settle the matter, for he will take some-
thing from both and keep it for himself.”
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“And I think him right,” said Jim, “but this Hobart must 
belong to a good family—you must have a kindly feeling to-
wards his family, Grant.”
“I have not much ill-feeling towards him now. If I could 
only find my daughter, I would freely forgive all.”
“For my part,” said Jim, “I would have two objects; one to 
find her, and the other to take satisfaction.”
“I trust,” said Grant, “we may get some gold, and then I 
shall try again; and so I am afraid I shall go on until worn out, 
I shall die, and without again setting eyes on my Clara.”
“Never fear,” responded George, “providence will yet be-
friend you, and most likely when you least expect it.”
“I should like,” said Jim, “to find some trace of the man that 
knocked you on the head before we found you. Have you any 
suspicions of anyone?”
“None,” answered Grant, “whom could I suspect?”
“True; but did anyone that you met since you came here 
question you concerning your future movements.”
“Well, no; but stay, yes—the night before I started a man in 
the Commercial did ask why I did not try my hand at making 
a fortune, instead of wasting time looking for my daughter.”
“And what answer did you make him?”
“I merely said I should keep on looking as long as I had a 
shilling left.”
“And what then?” queried Jim.
“He asked me why I did not try Bendigo, and I enquired of 
him how far that was away. He told me forty miles.”
“Yes, yes; and what further did he say,” asked Jim impa-
tiently.
“I said I thought I would go, and he informed me what di-
rection I should take; and advised me first to enquire the way 
to Jones’s Creek, and then on from there.”
“Jones’s Creek? Why, that was where we found you. Depend 
upon it, that fellow knew something of your being robbed, if 
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he did not actually commit the assault. Would you know him 
again, do you think?”
“Yes, of that I am sure, for he was the only stranger that 
I spoke to about my search; and he seemed, now I come to 
think of it, to be very inquisitive.”
“Well, look here, if you should ever see him again find out 
who and what he is, and tell me.”
“I think the publican could tell me, for I saw the man I refer 
to in the hotel every day while I was staying there.”
“We will walk over there some evening and have a look 
at them. If we find him there we can see whether we cannot 
unravel the mystery, for I should like to give a scoundrel like 
that his deserts. We must push on here, however, for a time, 
and try to get our claim bottomed.”
For about a fortnight the party worked on hard in hopes 
of bottoming, and at last the day arrived when they were so 
nearly attaining their end that many of the miners from the 
adjoining claims gathered round, asking questions as to when 
they expected to strike the lead. There is always a large class 
of men on the diggings who do little else but shepherd their 
claims until the adjoining one bottoms, and then, if the pros-
pect turns out well, they too sink or sell; but, if not, they aban-
don their claims and try their luck elsewhere. As the day wore 
on, each of the party became most anxious for the result, but 
still the bottom seemed most provokingly far off, and night 
closed in without their knowing if they had bottomed anoth-
er duffer or otherwise. Early on the following morning they 
again started to work. Jim was the first to descend the claim, 
and he had scarcely got down when he called out, “Someone 
has tried to bottom for us during the night, but they have been 
disappointed.”
Such was indeed the case; some of the vagrant class of min-
ers who infest the goldfields having attempted to bottom, with 
the intention of course of seeing what they could get, and also 
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of using the information for their own benefit. One of the 
party worked on until near mid-day before the much-wished-
for washdirt was found. At last Meredith called out from the 
bottom, “It’s come at last, mates; the next bucket after this will 
be a prospect.”
Eagerly did they stand around when the looked-for dish 
came to be panned off, and many were the eager faces of the 
miners from the adjoining claims. Slowly but surely does the 
washdirt work down in the pan, and eagerly as the mob—for 
there were a large number of men round the hole now—await 
the first swill around of the water after the pan is nearly empty 
of earth; but at last it comes. Jim carefully shakes down the 
prospect into the bottom, and then round goes the water, and 
there at the bottom is seen but one bright speck, and they and 
all else know that another “duffer” has been bottomed. Many 
more prospects are tried, but all to the same purpose, and by 
nightfall not only this claim but many of the adjoining ones 
are deserted, for the miners in those days rarely went any fur-
ther if the neighbouring claim turned out a duffer. Poor old 
Grant, he felt this twice as much as either of his mates, for was 
there ever a new miner that did not expect to make a fortune 
at the first attempt. This was to all a disappointment, but to 
Jim and Meredith not nearly so much as to Grant, for they 
had before this both had good and bad luck, and could conse-
quently better endure the disappointment.
“Well,” said Jim after tea, which poor Grant could not 
touch, “I suppose we had better try another a little further 
down the lead. I saw a bit of ground just in the little kind of 
gully that I should like to try, for it seems a likely kind of place. 
What say you, mates?”
“Just as you like,” says George, while Grant wisely leaves 
these matters to them, as he knows too little to express an 
opinion.
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“Well then, tomorrow morning I shall run down before 
breakfast and if it is not already taken mark the ground out, 
and then we can remove nearer and start fair.”
Matthew Grant now sat like one completely cast down. Un-
til now he had buoyed himself up with the hope of getting 
something from his new venture; but now this, like all else, 
had proved a failure.
“You do not look very lively to-night, Matthew,” said 
George, “you did not expect to make a fortune the first start, 
did you? Better luck next time.”
“I fear my luck is never going to turn—always the same, 
bad, bad, bad.”
“That be blowed,” says Jim. “You had good luck when that 
girl died who was a bit spooney* on you, for she got you out 
of that difficulty.”
“True; but I might as well have remained there I think, for 
I seem bringing bad luck with me.”
“That’s all rot. Come, cheer up; let’s take a stroll into town, 
and then we can have a look in at the Commercial, and see 
if that chap’s there, for I want to see him if he is. Come on, 
George.”
“All right, I’m on for anything.”
“I really would sooner stay at home,” said Grant. You know 
I have no money to spend, and I owe you both enough as it is.”
“Don’t say anything about that,” returned George, “fair 
dues amongst mates. When one has money you know both 
have, and the other way round.”
“You must come, Matthew, as I want to see this suspected 
individual, if possible,” says Jim.
Grant thus pressed, very reluctantly joins them, and in 
time they find themselves down at the Commercial Hotel. The 
man they are looking for, however, is not there—at least they 
do not see him.
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After a time, as they sit over a glass of ale, a man apparently 
drunk strolls into the room where they are sitting, and as soon 
as he does so, recognises Grant.
“Hallo, old un; back again? Did you find her? Have a drink. 
When did you come?”
“I have not been away yet,” answers Grant.
“That be hanged,” the man says, and then seeming to re-
cover himself he adds: “but you told me you would go, did you 
not? But let’s have a drink. What are you going to have? Your 
mates too, will they join us?”
“Yes,” says Jim, who had been looking attentively at the 
stranger, “we will have a drink, of course. I suppose you have 
been luckier than we have, and bottomed a good claim. We 
have just bottomed a duffer.”
“Me? Oh, yes; good claim—rather. I’m a lucky devil, always 
was.”
The drinks were now called for, and when brought the man 
appeared to search very diligently for the money in one of his 
pockets, but he was evidently unsuccessful. At last, turning to 
the barman he said: “I haven’t got any money left just now; I’ll 
give it you by and by.”
“That’ll do; you fork out some of these sovereigns you’ve 
got in this pocket,” and with that the barman struck the pock-
et, and sure enough the jingle of gold was heard. However, 
he whispered something to the barman, who simply nodded 
his head; and shortly after, under the pretence of going out to 
procure some money, the man himself went out.
“Is that the party?” asked Jim of Grant as soon as the three 
friends were alone.
“Yes, that is the man you asked me about.”
“And that is the man,” said Jim, “that knocked you on the 
head. I’ll see if I can’t meet him yet.”
“And so will I,” said George, “for I’d just about as soon serve 
him out as anyone I know of.”
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“Did you hear what the barman said about sovereigns?” 
asked Jim. “He’s got your money right enough.”
“Well, if he has perhaps it is all for the best. It seems I am 
never to have any pleasure, so it does not matter if he did rob 
me.”
“What, let off a rascal like that? How much did he care 
whether he killed you or not? Never mind, Matthew, better 
luck next claim. I am always lucky when I select; George chose 
our last.”
“Let’s get home,” says George, and so the party again pass 
through the bar, which is now quite crowded by people, most 
of whom are drunk, or partly so. In their midst they catch 
sight of the man who has but lately left them. He seems to be 
more sober now, but at first he does not notice them; when 
he does, however, he pretends not to see them, and continues 
his conversation with one who is evidently a stranger, as he is 
plying his interlocutor with questions.
The next morning, as agreed, Jim rises early, and in less 
than an hour returns to the tent, and tells his mates that he 
had pegged out the claims; and the same day saw them again 
shifted, and all ready for work. After supper, about the time 
that they usually had their evening’s chat, George went out-
side the tent door. Although he was expected each minute 
to return he did not, and after a time they concluded he had 
gone on some errand of his own, and consequently did not 
bother further. Jim and Grant remained sitting alone talking 
of the past, present, and their hopes of the future.
CHAPTER XIV
It is necessary we should now return to Timaru and see how 
things there are going. We left John Hobart in high spirits, 
with the prospect of the mercantile spec foreshadowed to him 
by Fixer turning out well. How often does it happen in every-
day life, that men when entering on a new venture do so with 
the best possible intentions, and long after they stick stead-
fastly to their first resolve, but success may turn them from 
their original course. A man goes into a speculation with the 
firm resolution that if he should succeed in this he will be sat-
isfied; but in the majority of cases he proves the truth of the 
old saying that no one can ever have all he wants.
Now Felix Fixer was a man of undoubted ability—although 
the reader may wonder that he was ever a verger or a lawyer’s 
clerk. Circumstances very materially alter cases, and Felix had 
one fault, but that fault was a very great one. He was a little too 
clever, and in consequence people with whom he had most to 
mingle were afraid of him. Not that any act of dishonesty had 
ever been known of him, but those who were acquainted with 
the man saw his ability, and from his free way of speaking he 
let others too much into his secrets; whereas, had he acted 
more the hypocrite, he would have obtained greater success. 
In this respect he had, however, one redeeming trait, if it can 
be so termed, and that was that he would not pretend to be-
lieve what he did not, and so far on in life it had been his mis-
fortune. In fact, until he first met John Hobart he had never 
tried to deceive anyone. That very accomplished individual 
had indeed given him the first lesson in deceit, but so far he 
had never profited by it. Hitherto he had lived an independent 
life, inasmuch as he would not conceal his views, no matter 
how detrimental he knew it to be to express them, and if he 
set out a certain course for himself no one could induce him 
to alter it, no matter what interest was at stake. Many good 
chances had he lost, but still year after year did he go on in his 
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persistence, always averring that man should be free and in-
dependent, and if he lost his independence he was no longer 
fit to be termed a man. Although never successful in climb-
ing the ladder of fortune, for he had never got over the first 
step, and had he done so little short of a miracle would have 
prevented him having a speedy ascent; he had, so far, lived 
in accordance with his own views. After leaving the position 
of verger which he held in Hobart Town, he had undergone 
many privations, and bit by bit his feeling of independence 
had given way to one of avarice. He had watched the con-
duct of others, and had gradually decided that when next for-
tune came within his grasp, at all hazards he would hold on. 
It was in this frame of mind we found him the first time we 
saw him in the office of Perryman and Hobart. Now, one week 
later than the last interview between himself and Hobart, saw 
him on the morning in question scrupulously attired. He was 
viewing himself in the mirror at his villa, as he chose to call it; 
his moustache was cleanly shaved, and his general attire was 
the perfection of neatness
“Yes,” he says, “I certainly think I shall do. Now, my gloves. 
Ah, that is better—now, my papers. Yes, I think, Mr Banker, 
I shall be able to do the first most essential thing. I shall cre-
ate a good impression, and after that the other creations must 
depend on this.”
As he said this he accompanied the words by tapping 
his forehead, and lifted from the glass-stand a pair of gold-
mounted glasses attached to a black ribbon round his neck, 
and I think if the reader could see Mr Felix Fixer they would 
undoubtedly agree that the first step with reference to ap-
pearances was attained. He looks as he now stands—with 
his long English walking coat, black pants, white vest, cloth 
button boots, neat black watch ribbon, and last, but not least, 
black bell-topper hat and umbrella—a man of business, and 
of means. As he is about to hold his interview with the banker 
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re the opening of his account, we will accompany and see how 
he fares.
Entering the Bank of —, he takes from his card-case a card, 
which he hands to the accountant, asks him to have it sent in 
to the manager with a request for an interview. Mr Fixer adds 
that if the present time is not convenient he will look in dur-
ing the afternoon, as business will prevent his making a long 
stay.
In a very short time he is requested to step into the man-
ager’s room, and very soon he finds himself in the company 
of Mr Clinker.
“Mr Fixer, I presume,” says the manager.
“That is my name, and I have called to see you with refer-
ence to my opening an account.”
“Please be seated,” says Mr Clinker.
“You intend, I presume, entering into some speculation,” 
observes the manager, when Fixer is seated.
“Well, I am about to establish a business here, which I am 
of opinion is required; but I should like to hear your views, as, 
of course, you must know Mr —.”
“Clinker, sir, Clinker.”
“Yes, to be sure. As I was about to say, Mr Clinker, I shall 
value your opinion far more than anyone’s here, for your 
knowledge must be great.”
“I shall be glad to give you my opinion, Mr Fixer, I assure 
you,” and Mr Clinker looked very much pleased, for he had 
but a very short time been raised to the position he now held, 
and his visitor’s style pleased him exceedingly.
“Then, to be as brief as possible, I contemplate establishing 
a sort of mercantile affair, to consist principally in dealing in 
grain, wool, hides, and other produce, and of course the other 
lines which belong to this class of business. Also, I intend to 
import largely in lines which I find most suitable, so that the 
vessels which we propose to charter may have freight each 
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way, and what helps to open up the business for one line will 
in time lead to others, and so on.”
“A very admirable idea,” said Mr Clinker. “I am of opinion 
that such a business will be highly successful in a young coun-
try like this.”
“Thanks for your opinion, sir; you must know so well the 
requirements here. I shall,” said Fixer, “refer you to my solici-
tors, Messrs Perryman and Hobart, as they are the only people 
here, so far, whom I have had occasion to call on.”
“A very good firm, sir,” said Mr Clinker. “I knew the elder 
Perryman before his decease; a very fine man.”
“Oh, indeed. I will make a deposit today,” said Fixer, “and if 
I should have occasion to draw further for our first shipments 
which are to arrive, Perryman and Hobart, as they will have 
my capital coming through their hands, will probably be suf-
ficient reference.”
“Certainly, Mr Fixer; their paper sir, is as good as money, 
and I shall negotiate it for you with pleasure.”
“Then, again thanking you, I must leave you, as business 
at starting is very pressing, and requires all my attention. You 
will call and see Messrs Perryman and Hobart, sir, I trust, to 
satisfy yourself.”
“Certainly, Mr Fixer, if you wish it, but otherwise I should 
have left it for the present.”
“I would sooner you call, sir; or I will ask one of the firm 
to look over.”
“Not at all necessary. I will see to it today, sir, without fail.”
And Mr Fixer, having said but little, although that little was 
to the point, attained the first end he wished for—he had cre-
ated a good impression.
“Now, Mr Clinker,” says the crafty Felix to himself when he 
leaves the bank, “will call and see Hobart today, for Perryman, 
being away, he cannot see him. Hobart soon, yes very soon, 
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must talk to Perryman about me, and then we can make as-
surance doubly sure.”
Mr Clinker’s opinion of his new client is expressed in the 
following words:—“A nice gentlemanly fellow this, and I’ll 
be bound rich; yes, rich. Charter vessels? This means money. 
I like his style much; he speaks so sensibly, and yet says no 
more than is necessary. ”
So Mr Fixer had now made his first deposit, and the 
amount quite drained Hobart’s resources for the present; but 
were they not soon to make money—yes, plenty of money? 
Will they know when to stop, and where? That is a question 
time alone will solve.
One month later saw the firm of Messrs Fixer and Co. in 
full swing; that is, they were known to the public. Mr Clinker, 
when asked, spoke highly of the firm, but could not say who 
represented the “Co.” He felt certain, however, they were ei-
ther an English or a Victorian firm. Mr Fixer, the head of the 
firm, he spoke of as being a most worthy man, highly recom-
mended; and, so far, the concern promised to prosper. The 
first shipment arrived, and, with the deposit of Messrs Perry-
man and Hobart’s bill of exchange, all claims were met. Eve-
rything went well; the lines selected by Fixer proved a good 
speculation—and, with the proceeds, grain, wool, and other 
like produce, were bought, and this lot was paid for in cash, as 
Mr Fixer declined to transact the first business on any other 
terms, as he considered that course the soundest, at least so he 
told those with whom he came in contact; and before the first 
three months of the existence of the firm, so much confidence 
had it inspired that they could have chartered ship after ship 
solely on the bills of exchange of Fixer and Co. Gradually did 
the business increase in magnitude until Mr John Hobart’s de-
light knew no bounds, the credit of the firm became so good 
that he often wanted to rush into other specs; but from this 
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he was held in check by Fixer, who used all his discretionary 
power.
CHAPTER XV
The residence of John Hobart now is all that can be desired 
—standing as it did on an eminence on the north road, with 
grounds well and tastefully laid off. Clara and he seemed to be 
on the same footing. She seemed never to thaw in the least, 
and was always complaining of ill health. Often when Frank 
Perryman called to see her, and again pressed his suit, she 
would always ask for time, pleading as an excuse the death of 
one of her parents; and Frank never doubted for one second 
that it was all true. He waited patiently, and sometimes would 
be more urgent, and on these occasions she would affect in-
disposition, and retire. Always after this occurred she would, 
on these grounds, keep out of his way as much as possible, 
and this made him more reticent the next time. Maud often 
called to see Clara, and always tried to induce her to visit them 
oftener, but she but rarely complied. Louisa Branscombe, too, 
sometimes accompanied Maud, but not always, for she had 
awakened to the knowledge that Frank loved this fair girl; and 
she was too noble-minded to show any resentment, although 
she could not help feeling envious, as in her mind no one was 
good enough for Frank.
One evening, after John and Clara had concluded their 
dinner, the former said: “Clara, I should like you to stay here 
for a time, as Mr Fixer will call, and I know a conversation 
with you is pleasant to him, and it is as well to gratify him so 
far.”
“Very well, I will for a time. He is one of those sensible old 
gentlemen I like to talk to. He seems always so considerate 
and kind.”
“Yes,” answered John, “I, too, like him now. I confess I did 
not at one time, but circumstances alter cases.”
The speakers were interrupted by the announcement that 
Mr Fixer had arrived, and Hobart rose to greet him.
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“Ah, how do you do, Fixer? I am glad you came, for I should 
have been lonely here alone. Miss Hobart is so seldom well 
enough to remain up.”
“And how are you, Miss Hobart, to-night? You look better, 
I fancy; you should try and think so yourself. You know that 
is half the battle.”
“I am about the same. Mr Fixer, thanks. I will try and take 
your advice, but I fear the result will not be beneficial in my 
case.”
“Never say so; you should not be faint-hearted. It is really 
the worst disease of all. I often feel weary myself, but I always 
conclude I shall be all right again after dinner, or a sleep.”
“But you are a philosopher, Fixer,” remarks Hobart, “and 
that materially alters the case.”
“Well, I do try to mix and use it as salt; but I feel often the 
want of more of it.”
“What a strange simile, to liken salt to philosophy,” says 
Clara.
“True,” said Fixer, “but you know, Miss Hobart, after we 
grow old we grow peculiar also in our notions.”
“That is not your case in many respects, Mr. Fixer. I think 
it is rather the reverse.”
“I thank you for the compliment I assure you, my dear 
Miss Hobart.”
“I did not intend it as a compliment, Mr. Fixer, I assure you. 
I speak the truth, and never flatter—at least knowingly.”
“Then I must feel doubly flattered, for you know in my own 
opinion I do not deserve it. With your permission, however, 
we will talk of a more worthy subject than your humble serv-
ant. Have you,” he continued, “seen the new arrivals? Of course 
you will, if you have not already, as I hear they are enormously 
rich, and the daughter is beauty itself. I mean the Parks.”
“No,” answered Clara, “I have not before heard of them. 
When did they arrive, and do they stay, or are they on a visit?”
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“They are, so I hear, an American family from New Orleans. 
The old people are both in declining health, and have been ad-
vised to come to New Zealand for change, and so far they are 
so pleased that they intend settling. I have met Mr. Parks, in 
fact he has been to me about an investment, and I rather like 
him. Of course he is very American, and not so polished as 
most of our purse-proud Englishmen; but for my part I like 
him none the less for that.”
“Always railing against your own kind, Mr. Fixer. If you 
were a young man, I should say you were eternally fishing for 
compliments.”
“Now, Miss Hobart, you are too severe. I have mixed with 
polished people for so long, who never call a spade a spade, 
but get some other name for it, that when I am with this class 
I do not see their defects; however, I no sooner meet men of 
a different kind than I think myself how much pleasanter it is 
to converse with people who speak as they feel. I know a man 
must be rich now-a-days to adopt this course, for should a 
poor one do so he would never rise in the world.”
“You judge the world harshly I think, Mr. Fixer, and you 
do not, from what you say, encourage one to adopt the course 
that is to my way of thinking the right one.”
“I do not know if it be a harsh judgment, but I regret that 
I cannot speak otherwise. Besides, you know, none of us are 
competent to judge, we can only pass our opinion.”
“And when did this family of which you speak arrive, and 
where do they at present reside?” asked Clara.
“At present, I believe, they are in town; but I hear they in-
tend looking out for a suitable suburban residence.”
“Why, Mr Fixer, what is Timaru itself but a suburb? You 
surely do not class it as a town. Why only the other day, when 
walking on the beach I saw an odd-looking man who seemed 
to me to be a sailor, building a sort of a mud house; and when 
I asked Miss Perryman what she called the place that was be-
The Two Lawyers122
ing built, she told me it was the magistrate* who was engaged 
in erecting the place. Now, fancy a magistrate in any civilised 
country building a mud whare,* as she called it.”
“You are harsh on Timaru and the gentleman in question; 
but you must, or should, admire such industry.”
“I should think you did, for from what you said just now, I 
should imagine it would be difficult for that gentleman to call 
a spade aught but a spade.”
At this, both Fixer and Hobart, who had only played the 
part of listener so far, laughed, and Clara, too, joined, which, 
of late, had been a very unusual thing with her; and so much 
did it please Hobart that he felt quite grateful to Fixer for 
amusing her, and resolved to ask him up oftener, as, of course, 
there could be no reason for jealousy in his case.
“Then you saw Mr Bluff,” said Fixer, “or, as he is termed, 
‘Bluff Billie.’ ”
“What a strange name; however did he get that?”
“From his bluff style, and from his name, of course. Did 
you not speak to him?”
“Oh yes, Miss Perryman and I went over, she introduced 
me, he shook hands with us, and quite spoiled my glove, for 
he had been carrying the great squares of earth himself.”
 “He certainly is an original character, but not a bad old fel-
low by any means. What do you think, Hobart?”
“There are worse. I at first did not get on with him at all; 
but I upset him in law two or three times, and now he swears 
by me.”
“But you have not told me what Mr Bluff said to you, Miss 
Hobart; and you know we are interested.”
“Well, the first utterance he made was a kind of grunt, and 
then he said: ‘Can’t get no men to work here, ladies, so you 
have to yourself—rough country; getting used to it now, been 
here a good many years.’ We passed on, and directly after we 
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heard some boys who came along say, ‘Hallo, there’s old dry-
skin building another whare.’ ”
The time had been passing very rapidly, and Miss Hobart 
showed signs of weariness; very soon she rose from her seat, 
and bidding her companions good night, left the room.
“I think,” said Hobart, when the two were alone, “we may 
as well have a cigar now and some of that old whisky you rec-
ommended me, Fixer, and I must do you the justice to say it 
is good.”
“Very good whisky,” said Fixer, in an absent way. “I say,” 
he continued, “I think you are awfully selfish towards Clara. 
Why don’t you let her marry Perryman, and then if anything 
did go wrong, we should at least have a little more to stand on? 
But now, you know, if old Grant should turn up, although we 
are in a good way, does it not occur to you that we should be 
somewhat in a fix?”
“Fixer, why do you ask me this? You know I cannot bring 
myself to it; and, apart from that, she would not marry him.”
“Of course I don’t know that she would, but I certainly 
think it likely; and your present course will, sooner or later, 
spoil all. You know, Hobart, now our interests are mutual, 
otherwise I would not speak.”
“As a favour, Fixer, do not recur to this subject; for so far 
am I from viewing such a proposal favourably, that I would 
risk all and marry her myself tomorrow.”
“The devil you would,” said Fixer, “in this case, I will say 
no more.”
“Now, look here, Fixer, what I wish to speak about is this: 
You know what I was saying to you respecting that land spec-
ulation; now, we can buy that block of land for £20,000, £1000 
cash, the balance on bills—a kind of trading, by the way, that 
I am beginning to understand better, thanks to you. What I 
am about to propose is this, the land has been offered to me— 
of course, in the name of the firm of Perryman and Hobart. 
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Well, suppose I were to decline, but refer our clients to you; 
you could purchase, I could endorse the bills. We could cut up 
the land, sell it in small sections; and, in all probability, before 
the bills matured double our money.”
“Looks remarkably nice on paper,” said Fixer, “but for my 
part I like it to remain there. I am not so sanguine about it as 
you, and don’t care to touch it.”
“Fixer, I think this most unfair of you. You know you have 
never suggested a spec to me, and recommended it, but what 
I have at once consented, and now the first that I propose, you 
throw cold water on.”
“I do nothing of the kind, Hobart; I always admit that each 
of us has an equal right to accept or reject the proposal of the 
other. You know just as well as I that we are doing far beyond 
our expectations so far; and what I say is, why hazard all this 
for any other thing which may upset the whole?”
“There is not, as far as I can see, any probability of our do-
ing that. You take too narrow-minded a view of the matter, 
because the proposal comes from me, and for nothing else.”
“Hobart, I would sooner go into the thing on that account 
than any other, but I cannot see how it is to turn out right. 
Suppose that these bills become due before we can sell, which 
is our only chance to save ourselves and make a profit. Perry-
man, of course, knows then that you have used his name for 
£19,000, and all our chance is over here; in fact, all his money 
is drawn from the firm. Then, again, our credit is done when it 
is discovered the use we have made of it. No, you take my ad-
vice, Hobart; reconsider the matter, and you will think as I do.”
“I shall not alter my opinion, Fixer; but I trust you will, and 
then you will say I am right. Leave it for a day or two, and let 
me know your ultimatum.”
“Then we will, as you suggest, for the present let the mat-
ter stand for consideration,” says Fixer. “But it is getting very 
late, and I have much to do tomorrow, Hobart, so I will go.” 
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We must again return to Gooseberry Hill, Dunolly, Victoria. 
We left Jim and Grant in their tent, talking of things generally; 
where George had gone they knew not. There is no necessity, 
however, for the reader to remain in ignorance, and we will 
now follow him, for he evidently has something in view. Be-
fore starting he carefully examines his revolver, an essential 
weapon for every miner in the days of which I write. Having 
satisfied himself that all is right in this respect, off he goes, 
and makes direct for the Commercial Hotel. For an hour or 
two he walks around, talking first to one and then another, 
until it begins to grow late. Still he stays on, seemingly to have 
no particular object in view, but that of killing time. Now it is 
necessary we should say a word or two respecting George. He 
is a man of very few words, and it takes a great deal to draw 
those few from him. A man of great determination, he always 
keeps his resolves to himself; but when once he has made up 
his mind he is very hard to dissuade from his intention. On 
the morning of the finding of Grant insensible, he determined 
if a chance should ever occur, to fully satisfy his feeling of 
hatred against the man who had attacked and robbed poor 
old Grant in such a cowardly manner. He was not one to dis-
play his virtues, but a better hearted man it would have been 
difficult to find. Gladly would he have shared his last crust 
with Grant, or any other mate it might be his fortune to come 
across; and this night, as he felt convinced that the man Grant 
had shown them was guilty, he went out for the sole purpose 
of seeing and hearing what he could about the matter. It began 
to grow late, but the man he sought had not turned up, and, 
strange to say, the crowd in the bar began to decrease. This 
was very unusual, for as it grew late the attendance generally 
grew larger and rowdier. There were, indeed, so few about that 
George half determined to go home and leave the matter for 
some future occasion.
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Just as he had made up his mind to return, however, the 
barman remarked, “Very dark to-night, Mister; haven’t seen 
business so bad for a long time. Come, I’ll give you a grab* for 
two beers.”
George accepted the invitation; and, after the beer had 
been served, took advantage of the opportunity to ask the bar-
man some questions.
“You remember the man that shouted for us last night. 
Who is he? I fancy I have met him before somewhere, but I 
can’t think where.”
“I don’t know what he is, but I don’t think very much of 
him. I never knew him do any work, but he always has plenty 
of money. Both me and the boss have often wondered where 
it comes from. He never seems to have a mate, so that I don’t 
think he can be a miner, as the ground hereabouts is too deep 
for anyone to work single-handed.”
“True,” said George, “what is his name? I may remember 
him if I hear it.”
“The only name I know him by is Ted Scrag.”
“Then it’s not the same,” answered George. “Let’s have an-
other glass, and then I’ll be off, as it’s growing late.”
This drink being served, for some minutes they still stood 
talking; when, just as George said he must be off, a man passed 
the door, staggering along very drunk.”
“Hullo,” exclaimed the barman, “he’s getting through his 
money pretty quick. He’s one of the party who got the twenty-
pound nugget.* I shouldn’t be surprised to hear of his being 
found in the morning minus, for there are a great many rob-
beries just now; but still you see men will roll about after dark 
drunk.”
“That’s right enough,” replied George, “and they have only 
themselves to blame if they fall into the hands of the philis-
tines. But I must get home, or my mates will be coming out 
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to look for me,” and, wishing the barman good night, George 
went off.
He had just reached the door, when he saw the very man he 
had been looking for, attentively watching the drunken miner, 
who had gone on up the road slowly.
“Ah, perhaps I may find you out when I least expected,” 
thought George, and instead of going out into the light he 
waited in the shadow and watched. Almost directly he saw 
Ted Scrag start off up the road, first looking round to see if 
he was observed. The man on ahead had now turned off the 
main road into one of the pathways that lead between the 
claims; and, as perhaps the reader does not know what sort 
of place it is, a little explanation may be necessary. Imagine, 
then, a number of holes sunk in many places very close to-
gether, with the earth in nearly all cases banked up around 
them; while in others the earth had either been carted away 
or into another claim, leaving the one from which it came 
quite open, so that anyone could walk right into it. The read-
er will probably better understand it if he imagines a lot of 
wells, some with the earth around them, and others without, 
in depth varying from forty to sixty feet—the wash-dirt being 
found at different depths.
Into one of the many tracks which wind in and out of these 
claims went the drunken man, and after him followed Scrag, 
while George brought up the rear. As the ground here was very 
soft, it was an easy matter to follow without being heard. Scrag 
gradually gained on the other, as also did George, for now 
that he saw a chance of catching him in the very act, he was 
most anxious. On went all three, neither of the two foremost 
thinking of danger; in fact, one was too far gone in drink. For 
fully half a mile or more did the three men keep behind each 
other, until they came to a sharp turn in the road when, with a 
sudden spring forward, Mr Scrag pounced upon his man, and 
with one blow of his fist felled him to the ground. Scarcely, 
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however, had he done so, when George also made a bound; 
but Scrag, being more on the alert than the man he pursued, 
had turned round suddenly, and met the new comer face to 
face. Seeing that he had in him an enemy to encounter, Scrag 
at once put himself on the defensive, and, being more used to 
such positions, he struck out as quick as lightning and before 
George could guard it off he received a blow which well nigh 
felled him too. Drawing himself up, he firmly resolved, that if 
Mr Scrag managed to get another in he too would deliver one, 
so he carefully advanced, and as he did so the other retreated 
for some yards. George soon became exasperated, and with 
a rush let out from the shoulder, but scarcely had he done 
so than he was conscious of someone approaching from the 
other direction, and immediately he was struck from behind, 
and he was brought with a crash to the ground. As he fell he 
was conscious of a noise, and then, as of something falling 
with a thud and a splash, and, rising as quickly as possible 
lest his adversary should be upon him, he looked around, but 
nobody could he see save the man who had been knocked 
down first and the heaps of dirt around the claims. Then he 
remembered the noise he had heard, and he went cautiously 
forward and looked, but no sign could he see. He was about 
to take another step forward, but a kind of instinct kept him 
back, and there, gaping under his very feet, was a shaft at least 
forty feet deep, with ten feet of water at the bottom. Quick as 
thought he realised what had been the fate of his antagonist. 
Lying down he listens for one, two, three seconds, and there 
comes from out of that hole the sound as of a man rising to 
the surface of water, and then down again perhaps to rise no 
more. George runs for help, but long before it can be procured 
it is too late, and when at last they do get rope and windlass 
to work and bring him to the surface, they find that the man 
who but a few minutes before was so ready to take life is now 
himself quite dead. Yes, Ted Scrag has done his last robbery.
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George, after giving all particulars, manages, with the aid 
of the others, to get the man away who is the cause of the 
whole affair, and proceeds home, where he arrives just in time 
to find Jim and Matthew about to start out to look for him, as 
it is now two o ’ clock .
“Hullo, George, where have you been? We were under the 
impression you were lost or robbed.”
“Well, I was about as near being lost,” replied he, “as I ever 
was. I met and squared accounts with your old friend, Ted 
Scrag, Grant.”
“Ted Scrag? I do not know such a person.”
“Not by that name, probably; but you know the man that 
robbed you, or the one we suspected?”
“Oh, yes,” they both reply.
“Well,” was the answer, “he will rob no more,” and George 
told his mates what had occurred.
“Poor fellow,” said Matthew, “gone without a chance of re-
pentance. I feel sorry for him.”
“I cannot say I feel sorry for him,” observed Jim, “but per-
haps it would have been but humane to have let him have a 
chance to reform. And yet he rushed upon his doom; for had 
his intentions not been dishonest, you would not have seen 
him to-night, and then this event would not have happened.”
The usual course was adopted with reference to the body 
of Scrag. The evidence of George was taken, and also what 
the other could remember; but no blame was attached to the 
former, and so the matter ended. Another, who was perhaps 
reared in hopes of a better fate, was consigned to his last rest-
ing-place, unwept and unmourned!
With the trio, things went on as before. Slowly their claim 
went down, and again Grant’s hopes rose within him. Around 
them all was bustle and activity, for another claim close at 
hand had struck good gold, and nearly every miner around 
them was doing well.
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On the morning of the thirteenth day after their removal, 
all three were in high hopes of bottoming on this day either a 
golden claim, with the alternative of a duffer. As the day wore 
on so their excitement increased; and about three o ’ clock  in 
the afternoon, Jim, who had claimed the privilege of bottom-
ing the claim which he had marked out, called out from be-
low:— “Look Matthew, a prospect on the top of this bucket!”
Grant, full of the fever, again plied the windlass, and sure 
enough, when the bucket rose to the surface, there he saw one 
of the most pleasing sights that for years he had ever beheld. 
Lying right on top of the bucket of washdirt was a beautiful 
nugget, which proved to weigh about three pounds weight, 
and to be worth more than £140. They of course tried the 
prospect in the bucket, but, strange to say, not anything fur-
ther payable could they find; and after spending four more 
days they had to desert their claim, and be satisfied with their 
find. This cheered old Matthew very considerably, and hopes 
of again finding Clara were renewed. On the evening after 
having abandoned their claim there came accounts of the find 
of good gold on the Inglewood rush; and George, who was 
down town at the time, took home the news.
“Well, mates,” said Jim, “the best thing we can do is to pack 
up and start off at once, as it is questionable if there will be a 
claim by tomorrow left. Nearly all Dunolly will go either by 
the first coach or the next day. From Bendigo, too, and all the 
places nearer still, will be there.”
“Will they walk?” asked Grant. “How far, then, are we from 
the place?”
“Just 30 miles; so we shall get there pretty early in the 
morning, and look out for a start. Luckily the sinking is very 
shallow, and we can each of us mark out a claim; and if one 
does not strike it, perhaps another will.”
Now, as these three sat at their tent door discussing the 
advisability of leaving, the miners’ tents all around were be-
The Two Lawyers132
ing struck, for the news of a new rush in these days spread 
like wild-fire, and very little time elapsed before the old claims 
were deserted. Often do miners, in the excitement, leave good 
claims to rush off perhaps to work for months and get noth-
ing. But such is life on the goldfields!
“To be, or not to be?” asked Jim, who usually acted as 
spokesman.
“I don’t see much use in staying here,” replied George, “as 
we have no claim to stick to. What do you think, Matthew?”
“You know best,” was the answer. “I will do as you two 
agree.”
“Then, I say with you, Jim; let’s be off.”
In less than an hour from the time of their getting the news 
they are again on the wallaby track, and before and behind 
them went crowds for the same destination, much to the an-
noyance of storekeepers and hotelkeepers. The whole of the 
way was lined with swagmen, all pushing on—all with bright 
notions of what great finds they were going to make when 
they arrived. Each one firmly believed he was going to hit 
upon the richest claim on the rush.
The place they had left was, at five o ’ clock , literally covered 
with tents, and at seven scarcely a tent was to be seen. Pud-
dling tubs, cradles, cooking utensils, and all the paraphernalia 
of a rush were left behind; for every miner thinks when he 
hears of a new rush that he is certain to make his pile there, 
and generally their tents and bedding are enough to carry, and 
what else they possess is left behind. This is not, however, the 
invariable rule, for before now I have seen a miner carrying 
away his cradle; but these cases are exceptional, and only oc-
cur when the owners are excessively mean. Then they try to 
take away everything that is worth a shilling; but this class is 
not numerous on the diggings. The majority of miners are an 
easy-going lot, more especially on alluvial diggings; for today 
they are beggars, and tomorrow they are as rich as Jews.*
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When the party left Gooseberry Hill it was about seven 
o ’ clock  in the evening, for full and authentic news came in by 
the coach, which arrived at five. It was no lonely walk through 
Jones’s Creek this time, but old Matthew expressed a wish that 
he would never set eyes on the place again. There were now 
along with the trio three other mates from an adjoining claim, 
and for company the party all walked on together.
“Shall I tell you a little account, boys, of my first trip up to 
old Bendigo in ‘49?” says one, who was well known to all, and 
a very old Victorian miner.
“Aye, do,” replied all, “to tell of old times will serve to pass 
away the time.”
“Very well, then, it will serve for that purpose, if nothing 
more. Some of you may disbelieve me, but I advise you not to 
tell me so until I’ve finished, or you won’t hear the balance.”
“All right, Jack,” says one of his old mates, “we will let you 
run to the end of your cable before we pull you up.”
“Aye, aye, my lads, I’m off. It was in the early part of for-
ty-nine when I landed at Port Philip, and having a pound or 
two—a very unusual thing for new arrivals in those days, I 
can assure you, but so it was—I decided to get on up to the 
goldfields as quick as possible. I looked around to find some 
others of the same mind as myself, and I soon found five oth-
ers who were willing; and they said they knew a carrier who 
was going that way, and would show us the road, and, for a 
slight consideration, take our swags up for us. Now, I must tell 
you, boys, I did not know the meaning of a swag; but, wishing 
to keep my ignorance dark, I, with the others, agreed to pay 
the carter two pounds to carry our swags. Beyond the suit of 
clothes I wore, and a change of underclothing. I had nothing 
to carry, for I knew nothing about blankets being required; in 
fact, when I first saw a man carrying a swag I concluded he 
was a dressy sort of a chap, and that he had rolled his clothes 
up in a blanket to keep them clean and dry. However, the day 
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for our start arrived, and to my surprise I saw all but myself 
put swags in the dray, and I thought at the time that I had got 
hold of a lot of lawyers’ clerks or drapers, for, thinks I, they all 
have plenty of clothes. The time for starting came, and all hav-
ing put their lot into the dray but me, the drayman asked me 
if I was going. ‘Well, think I am,’ says I. ‘Then,’ says he, ‘why 
the devil don’t you put your swag in. I ain’t agoing to stay here 
all day.’ ‘I don’t want you to stay,’ I replied, ‘I’m all ready.’ ‘But,’ 
says he, ‘you paid me for taking a swag, and why didn’t you 
have it here, and not detain me?’ ‘I don’t want to detain you, 
but the fact is when I paid you to take my swag I didn’t know 
what a swag was, but thought it meant something to eat on the 
road.’ ‘Here’s a greenhorn,’ says the drayman, ‘don’t know what 
a swag is,’ and of course the whole lot had jolly good laughs 
at my expense. ‘Well,’ says the man, ‘ain’t you going to take no 
blankets to sleep on.’ ‘Can’t I sleep in a bed of a night?’ I asked. 
‘Yes,’ he replied, ‘if you can find one, but if you do I’m mistak-
en.’ This was news to me, for so far I thought I should put up 
at a hotel each night, but I was soon to know better. However, 
I hurried off and got blankets, and soon after we were all on 
the road over the Keilor plains. We went on all right until we 
came on the evening of the third day to the Black Forest.*
 I shall ever remember that same Black Forest. We camped 
as usual, and, all hands, after having a pitch about what we 
would do when we had made our piles, prepared our beds and 
turned in. We slept for about two hours, and then all hands 
were awake to the fact that if we did not get up we should have 
to swim for it. The rain came down as though it were out of a 
water spout, and in no time everybody was wet to the skin. 
We had to remain until the morning, as there was no place of 
shelter, and, like so many crows, we sat on and waited. At last 
the day began to dawn, but to light a fire was an impossibili-
ty—everything was too wet. ‘Let’s get on, for God’s sake,’ says 
one of the five, ‘where are the horses?’ They had been hobbled 
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and turned loose the night before, and after that they had 
been fed. The driver began to look around for them, and we 
all waited—not patiently you may bet; but we waited. After an 
hour we learnt that the horses could not be found, and the 
driver thought they were planted. Here was a nice fix, for it 
rained incessantly. We all decided to go out with the driver, 
leaving one to take care of the dray, and to cooey* if the others 
could not find it. This job fell to my lot, as I suppose I seemed 
too green to go out, so away they all went, and left me behind. 
They had been gone about an hour, and I was walking back-
wards and forwards, trying to get warm, when suddenly as 
though they came from the clouds three men mounted on 
horseback appeared on the scene. All wore masks, and the 
first thing which I could understand was that I was told to 
‘bail up.’ ‘Bail up,’ says I, ‘what do you mean?’ I’ll—soon show 
you,’ says one, and off his horse he got, and giving the reins to 
his mate, he advanced to me and levelled at me a six-barrelled 
revolver, calling out to me, ‘Your money or your life.’ I knew 
now what he meant, and replied, ‘Yes, sir, you can have my 
money but don’t shoot, for God’s sake.’ ‘Put up your arms,’ 
says he; and now he came over, and after telling me, if I stirred 
I would be a dead un,’ he soon rifled my pockets, took from 
me thirty sovereigns, some silver, and my watch and chain—
in fact, everything I had. After looking at the things and mon-
ey, he threw back the silver, some fifteen shillings. ‘Now come 
this way,’ he roared, and I was taken some fifty yards off, and 
securely tied to a tree. I begged and prayed of him to let me go, 
and that I would say nothing; but my prayers were all in vain, 
for his only reply was, ‘Shut up you—fool,’ and with that he 
left me to die as I thought; but, of course, I didn’t. However, I 
could hear from where I was that they were ransacking the 
dray, but that I was powerless to prevent; and soon again all 
was quiet, and I concluded they were off. But to the misfor-
tune of the one who had tied me, this was not the case, for just 
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then back he came and asked me how long my mates had been 
gone, and if I knew which way. I told him about an hour, but 
where I could not say. ‘Now look, young fellow,’ says he, ‘if you 
don’t look sharp and tell me I’ll let daylight through you.’ I as-
sured him I did not know, but he only answered, ‘Look here, 
young fellow, if you don’t tell me in two minutes, I’ll fire,’ and 
as he concluded he pulled out my watch with one hand, and 
with the other he levelled his revolver again at my head, say-
ing, ‘Now, you’d better tell me or say your prayers at once.’ I 
started again to tell him I did not know, but he stopped me by 
his threats, declaring that if I didn’t tell him I had better say 
my prayers or I should be a dead ‘un before I could count 120. 
I can assure you I cursed my unlucky stars that I had been left 
behind to look after the dray, and then I thought as quick as 
lightning of all my boyhood days, my poor old mother and 
father’s last words to me, advising me not to come to so wild a 
country; and I can tell you I felt how sorry I was I had ever left 
home; I thought, too, how they at home would be longing to 
hear from me, and wondering if I were still alive, for no one 
would ever be able to tell them how I was murdered, as no one 
knew my name. I never before then realised how valuable life 
was. I felt I would give the world if I only had it, but still the 
fact of the time going on was apparent to me; and again I 
turned to the bushranger and began to plead, but the only 
answer I got was, ‘If you don’t hold your — tongue I’ll not let 
you finish the two minutes.’ So I held my peace, expecting 
each moment to be my last. Everything seemed to swim with 
me. I fancied I could see my mother, father, and all my home 
friends looking at me, and that none would hold out a hand to 
save me. ‘Time’s up,’ cried the man. ‘Will you tell?’ ‘I can’t,’ I 
answered. Shutting my eyes, I awaited the fatal shot. No soon-
er had I done so than I heard two loud reports, and I forgot all, 
and of course became senseless. After I time I came round, 
and found the waggoner holding my head in his arms and his 
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first words were, ‘Oh, you need not be afraid they will return; 
they’ve had enough.’ I soon recovered my senses, and asked 
them if I was much hurt, ‘I don’t think so,’ said the drayman, 
‘but the man there who tied you won’t tell us why he did it.’ 
There was a general laugh at this; and looking round I saw ly-
ing on the ground, just where he had been standing, the man 
who had bailed me up, quite dead, A few words sufficed to 
explain. They had all come back from their search for the 
horses without finding them, and luckily they returned with-
out being observed. When near where I was, they heard the 
bushranger speak to me, and two of them, lest they should 
shoot me, had, just at the minute when I closed my eyes, taken 
aim and fired, either one or both of their bullets proving fatal, 
for the man fell and never spoke. The other two bushrangers 
came to the assistance of their confederate, and a few more 
shots were fired; but as our party were protected by the trees 
they had all the best of it, and both of the bushrangers were 
seen to reel in their saddles and then make off. The man who 
was killed, luckily for me, had my money, which of course I 
got back, together with my watch and chain. ‘This is an awk-
ward thing,’ I said to the driver, ‘we shall all have to go back to 
Melbourne now.’ ‘What for?’ he asked. ‘Why,’ I said, ‘with the 
account of this affair, and for the inquest.’ ‘The devil we will,’ 
says he, ‘I will soon show you what we will do with him;’ and 
before long the body was taken down to the road and actually 
tied up to a tree, as a warning to others of his class. The mask 
was left upon him, but that very night his mates must have 
come for him, as in the morning he was not there. However, it 
was night before we got our horses, and again we had to camp 
in our wet clothes, and without a fire. Next morning was as 
wet as ever, and not for a single minute had it ever left off rain-
ing. The driver expressed his fears that the roads would be 
impassable, but we got the horses in and made a start. We had 
not gone more than half-a-mile when the axle sank up to the 
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bed in the road, and there we were in another fix. I wondered 
what we should do, and asked the driver, who answered that 
we must unload. This we did as soon as possible, but as the 
dray was loaded with flour and general stores it took some 
time. At last it was empty, and after some further trouble in 
lifting and pulling we got it out. We had to carry our goods 
back again to the dray and reload, and before the dray had 
gone another hundred yards it again sank up to the axle bed, 
and we were as bad off as before. I again asked here if we must 
unload, but the driver said he did not see that there was any 
use in it, and so we waited on. In the afternoon another dray 
came along, and that was served the same as we were, and had 
to remain at a stand-still. We all put in another night—still 
raining. Ah, that Black Forest is a nice place!—rain, rain, rain; 
it never seemed to leave off. However, we waited there until 
there were twelve drays besides ours all stuck, and then it was 
agreed amongst them that as many horses as could should be 
yoked to one team at the time, and so on until all were out; but 
before we got clear we had spent five days in the Black Forest, 
and we did not arrive at old Bendigo before eleven days had 
passed since our starting.”
“And not made your fortune yet, Jack?” asks one.
“I have,” replied he, “made my fortune; at least, up as high 
as ten thousand and down to two thousand, five times. Twice 
have I been back Home, but could not rest there; it was rather 
nice just for the trip, you know, but the longing desire to get 
back to freedom (as I termed it) was ever upon me, and back 
I always came, and here I am the same as any of you, pushing 
on in the same hope of a good claim as ever; in fact, I think I 
am now as sanguine of success as I was in the early days.”
“Why don’t you take care of your money, Jack?” asked one 
of his mates.
“Well, you see, I do, as I think, take care of it. Of course, I 
can’t help speculating a little, and that is how it generally goes. 
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Now, when I first went Home, I thought I should be able to 
buy up old England in sharpness, but I soon found out my 
mistake. I went into specs there, but the Londoners knew too 
much for me by a lot; in fact, I was a child in their hands, so 
easily did they put me through. And yet,” he continued, “they 
speak at Home of us out here as though we were all a set of 
bushrangers. Now, the first time I went Home and told people 
where I had been, I was looked at with as much curiosity as if 
I had committed ever so many crimes, and was only out for 
an hour or two. I verily believe that people used to look at my 
teeth when I spoke to see if they could see the hair growing.”
“Very good for you, Jack. Don’t you think you are cram-
ming us nicely now about the old country.”
“I don’t think anything of the kind. I am only telling you 
the truth, so you may believe me or not, just as you think fit.”
About midnight the party camped, lit their fires, and dined 
off what they had with them. Many people passed, for Dunolly 
had become literally deserted; indeed, on the following morn-
ing some of the stores were being pulled down and removed. 
However, about eight o ’ clock , a.m., the well-known Potter’s 
Hill was reached. Some thousands had arrived there before 
them, but still all the three managed to get claims. Then came 
the usual job of tent-building. Poles had to be got for the tent, 
and also for the bunks; but this was an easy job on Inglewood, 
for the mallee* scrub and bush went so far into the town that, 
before they could make a street, the mallee—or, as it was 
termed there, tea-tree—scrub had to be cut away or burnt. So 
dense was it that, were anyone to go back in it, and not know 
how to work by the sun, it would be a mere matter of chance 
if they ever got out alive. This was the only place in my travels, 
in Victoria and elsewhere, that I ever saw what was termed 
“manna,” but here it was in abundance. I do not mean to say 
that it rained manna, as it is said to have done for the children 
of Israel in the wilderness, but still there was plenty, and many 
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a good feed have I had of it. This manna was to be found on 
the leaves of the mallee scrub, and all you had to do was to 
take hold of each leaf and slip it between your fingers, and the 
delicious food would easily come off in your hand. I have of-
ten heard arguments about the story of people being fed upon 
it, as narrated in the Scriptures, and have heard many doubts 
expressed; but one thing I can say, that, even as a boy, I would 
sooner have had manna than the choicest fruit. In appear-
ance, it was like small spots of snow on the leaves, and the 
minute you put it into your mouth it would melt like sugar.
The morning after the arrival of our party they all made a 
start, and as the ground on Potter’s Hill was but from six to 
ten feet, it was an easy matter to bottom, and find whether 
your claim was a duffer or not in a day. The three partners—
for such they still were—worked on, and before night they 
had each bottomed and got payable gold,—that is, obtained 
about from 2dwts.* to the tub up to half-an-ounce. This was 
not considered rich in those days. The three worked on, and 
each week saw an increase in their little store of ready money.
CHAPTER XVII
“And so, Frank, Hobart gives a party on the 23rd.”
“Yes,” replied Frank, “of course, you will go, Maud.”
“Oh, yes, both I and Louie have promised Miss Hobart 
that we will; but we must look sharp, as the affair comes off in 
three days’ time. Rather a strange notion for Hobart, is it not, 
Frank?”
“Well, you know, Maud, he is very careful lest he should 
go beyond his means; that is, I think, the only reason he has 
never given a party before.”
“Beyond his means! What nonsense. Why, he has now 
been in business with you for over two years.”
“Yes, about that, Maud; but I do not blame him for being 
careful. You know he admits that he has no expectations from 
his relatives.”
“Frank, where are his relatives? I have never heard him 
make any reference to them, nor Clara either.”
“Well, you rather puzzle me there. I believe they are either 
in Victoria or England, but I really do not know which as he 
gave me always to understand they were poor, I being most 
careful not to broach the question, out of consideration for his 
feelings on the subject. Since he has been so successful here—
for outside of our practice he has speculated and done well—I 
don’t think he likes his poor relations referred to.”
“Frank, I don’t see any disgrace in poverty; and if Mr Ho-
bart is ashamed of his connections on those grounds, I do not 
think it any credit to him.”
“I am not applauding his conduct, Maud. I quite agree with 
you that poverty is no disgrace, but it is undoubtedly very in-
convenient.”
“That may be. For my part I have been lucky enough nev-
er to have experienced it; but I feel sure of one thing, that it 
would never make me keep my friends so much in the back-
ground. But, Frank, is not Mr Fixer a relative of his?”
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“Not that I am aware of.”
“Who is he, Frank? Where does he come from? Don’t you 
remember you once had a clerk of the same name?”
“He is the head of the firm of Fixer and Co., grain mer-
chants, &c.; anything further in this respect I cannot tell you, 
I believe him to be rich, and a gentleman; but as to where he 
comes from I cannot tell you. I have no doubt he will at any 
time you ask him inform you, as he is noted for his straight-
forward way, and his desire to give people any information 
they ask or require of him. I do remember, now that you speak 
of it, that I had a clerk of the same name, but he was a much 
younger man, and he had no whiskers. I never thought of it 
before, or I should have told him; it may be a relative. I will 
when next I see him casually mention the fact.”
“You need not fear his being ashamed of anyone belonging 
to him being poor. He is not of that sort, I am sure. I quite like 
the old fellow,” said Maud.
“Well, I trust you and Louie will be ready, and not disap-
point them as Hobart did us. If you want anything sent to 
Dunedin you had better tell me now, for a boat leaves here 
today, so you will have a good chance.”
“No, thank you; we do not want anything, and we will not 
disappoint them.”
“That’s right,” said Frank, and with this he left for his office.
“I do wish,” said Louie, who had entered just as Frank had 
left, “that I had not promised to go to Mr Hobart’s party, for 
I don’t want to go, Maud. Do you think they would think it 
strange if I did not?”
“Oh Louie, don’t mention such a thing, for goodness sake. 
Frank only just this minute said he trusted we would not dis-
appoint them as Hobart did us. What in the world do you 
want to remain away for?”
“I do not know that I have any particular reason, but still I 
would not go if I thought I could avoid it.”
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“Oh, you are full of such notions, Louie. Forget them and 
go; you will be sure to say after that you were glad you went.”
“Have you any idea who are to be there?”
“No, I have not; but I’ll tell you what, Louie, we can call 
in to see Clara today, and she is almost certain if we mention 
the subject to show us the invitation list. What say you, Louie, 
shall we?”
“As you like, Maud; you know I am quite willing at any 
time to follow your suggestions.”
“Louie, I often wish, just for a change, that you would say 
no when I say yes, so that we could have an argument, if only 
to vary the monotony of things.”
At this both laughed, and left to prepare for the afternoon 
call on Clara.
Later in the day, as agreed, the two called at the residence 
of Hobart, and were received by Clara. She looked much bet-
ter than when last we saw her, for the circumstances of her 
case had so far become to her somewhat of the past, and she 
had hardened herself to the painful reminiscences of her for-
mer troubles. She has often written to her father, but as the 
letters have in all cases been entrusted to Hobart to post, it 
is needless to say none have reached their destination. After 
scanning their contents, he has always destroyed them, and 
so Clara has for the last two years fretted continually over it. 
But in her case, as in many others, time if nothing else brings 
relief, and now she has partly come to the conclusion that her 
father must be dead or he would have written. Several times 
has she asked Hobart to write the authorities about him, and 
on each occasion he had promised. Of course he knows too 
well that Grant, at least, has obtained his liberty, but he is 
quite ignorant as to his present whereabouts; although in his 
heart he sincerely hopes that his victim is dead. And Clara, 
although she knows Hobart to be what he is, never suspects 
him of opening her letters, for she has so much honesty in 
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her own disposition that she cannot conceive that he can be 
so bad at heart as he is. She has strictly kept her word since 
the last altercation they had, on which occasion she said she 
would, at least in the eyes of the world, be to him as a sister, 
but nothing further. Often does he try in vain to dissuade her, 
and her refusals only seem to make him more in love with her, 
and frequently has he repeated his offer to risk all and marry 
her; to this she has turned a deaf ear, for in her heart she has 
decided that should she ever find her father she will devote 
her time while he lives to him. Gradually have her hopes of 
finding him diminished, but she still clings to the hope that he 
lives, and that sooner or later she will be with him to comfort 
him in his declining years. She often thinks of the story he 
had told her of his being convicted innocently, and she trusts 
that he will yet be proved to have been guiltless. The fact of his 
never answering her letters she knows not how to understand, 
and in reply to her many questions Hobart leads her to believe 
that the reason why her letters remain unnoticed is that the 
authorities have not delivered them, as a punishment against 
him for the suspected charge of having assaulted Mr Torridge. 
And so she is in two minds; sometimes she believes her fa-
ther dead, and again she lives in hopes that he will eventually 
turn up, or that she will at least hear of or from him. She has 
further decided, when the chance occurs, that she will return 
to Hobart Town herself, and look for him; but at present she 
fears Hobart should she hint at this, for she dreads such an-
other scene as the one last recorded. This is the state of mind 
in which we find her when Maud and Louie are announced.
She receives her visitors in her usual kindly manner, and, 
after the ordinary exchange of compliment, Maud asks: “Shall 
we meet any strangers at your party?”
“I think not; but stay, I forgot. The Parks, Mr and Miss 
Parks, are invited. I suppose you know them.”
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“I have seen them once or twice, and rather like the look of 
the old gentleman.”
“Yes, so do I. He ought to be a John Bull, from his style of 
speaking, I think; but I will show you who are invited, and 
then you will see for yourselves.”
The list was now brought, and Maud and Louie saw the 
names of those coming, and when she came to Fixer’s she ex-
claims, “Mr Fixer, I see.”
“Yes,” replied Clara, “you like him, of course; I do, very 
much.”
“Well, yes, I rather like his style; he is one of those one can 
feel at home with.”
“That is what I always say; and he is such an intimate friend 
of Mr Hobart’s. I like him because he seems unlike other men 
one meets in his position. There is no bombast about him and 
in speaking of himself he never tries to appear what he is not.”
“Mr Fixer should feel proud of such a champion.”
“I do not think I deserve that name, for I only speak of him 
as I think I should. I know that I enjoy his company, what little 
I have of it; and he has taught me how to look at things in a 
philosophical light, which is to me something new, and until 
I met and conversed with him the actual meaning of the word 
was unknown to me.”
“I think,” said Maud, “that adversity alone teaches one the 
beauty of philosophy.”
“I quite agree with you; at least one realises its beauties 
more under such circumstances.”
“I should not think you have as yet seen much of the re-
verse side of nature.”
“Quite a matter of opinion, Maud,” sighed Clara, “I fancy 
I have seen quite enough. Remember all is not gold that glit-
ters.”
“What an old sage you are growing, Clara; one would think 
you had heaps of trouble before you. I suppose your illness 
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has made you think more than you would have done other-
wise; but I suppose you will forget all about philosophy on the 
twenty-third.”
“I trust I shall be in good spirits.”
“Do you know, Clara, you and Louie here would get on 
splendidly together? You could both be serious all day, and 
always be inclined to lament that you were alive.”
“You have been poking fun at me all this time, and now I 
see you are trying to bring Louie into it. We must rebel, and 
not let her have her own way, Louie.”
“That’s just what I often wish her to do; but I can’t get her to 
do it, no matter how I try to provoke her.”
“Now, Miss Perryman,” replied Louie, “you are exaggerat-
ing. You have, I will admit, said you wished I would oppose 
you more; but why should I? You do not go far enough wrong 
for me to object; if you did I assure you I would not be slow 
to oppose you.”
“I shall bring you both out directly,” answered Maud, 
laughingly, “and then I shall have to look out, I can see. If I 
find I cannot get the best of you both I can run away, and then 
I shall prove that discretion is the better part of valour. At any 
rate, I can flatter myself on being successful today, for I have a 
little, although, I admit, a very little, roused you. Miss Hobart 
looks quite animated.”
“I am glad if I do, for I am sure that will be something new 
to me.”
“In that case I should come oftener, as I like to rouse people 
out of their lethargy.”
“I should like you to come,” replied Clara. “I often wish to 
see you.”
“Then we will enter into a compact; you come often to see 
me, and I will return the compliment.”
“After the party I will try, but until then I shall be fully oc-
cupied.”
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“Agreed; and now for fear of detaining you we will go, un-
less Louie here would like to stay and be serious with you. I 
know you would drop into that strain,” said Maud, laughing, 
and after wishing Clara farewell the two visitors departed.
They had no sooner gone than Clara dropped again into 
her pensive mood. “Ah, how I long to be myself, and yet how 
can I? I feel I am an imposition, for I know I am not what peo-
ple think me. How gladly would I be honest, if I only dared. 
I know not what the result would be, but I feel inclined to 
confess all to Frank Perryman, and then he would scorn me 
as I deserve. Yet, if my poor father still lives, he would suffer, 
and he alone; as for me, it does not matter much. Sometimes 
I am almost inclined to risk all. He is generous, Hobart owes 
his present position to him. And how was it obtained, but by 
my falseness, or perhaps I may say my want of determination 
to follow an honest course. Oh, how I hate myself; and yet I 
did it not for any end of my own. I would gladly change places 
with the lowest menial in this town to possess that peace of 
mind which I never have, and perhaps never will. Oh, God, 
do, I pray thee, extend some mercy, for though it may be re-
bellious of me, I feel I do not deserve all this;” and, sinking 
on a couch, Clara wept bitterly, and some ten minutes later so 
Hobart found her.
“Why, Clara, what is all this weeping about?”
“Does your own conscience not answer you when you ask 
the question? How have I suffered, and for what? Is it because 
I am true to my vow to protect and defend my poor heartbro-
ken father that I am to be a living lie? That I cannot look an 
honest girl in the face for very shame? And you, who should 
be the last to speak, ask me why I weep. John Hobart, I won-
der you ever look Frank Perryman in the face.”
“Oh, this is it, is it? Still the same cry. What would you have 
me do? I offered to make all the amends to you in my power, 
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and still you upbraid me at every turn, and are continually as 
I now find you, and refuse my offers.”
“I refuse your offers, and why? Have you ever done aught 
to merit my respect? No; you kept me, still keep me here by 
threats to injure the only being I love, and then you wonder I 
do not treat you otherwise. No, John Hobart, I will never do 
as you ask. Yet will I make a sacrifice, if you will do likewise. 
You say you love me.”
“Aye, God knows I do.”
“Well, on one condition will I marry you—more, I will be 
to you a very slave,—and what I ask shall not be for myself, as 
you shall judge.”
On hearing these words John Hobart’s eyes glittered with 
delight; but again his face changes, for he now dreads what is 
coming. She heeds not his looks, however, but goes on, the 
colour mantling to the roots of her hair, making her in his 
eyes more beautiful than ever she seemed before.
When she has somewhat calmed down, Clara says, slowly 
and distinctly: “I will marry you, John Hobart, but first you 
must be present and hear me tell Frank Perryman how we 
have deceived him, and for what reason. You must ask his for-
giveness, and you must return to him all your ill-gotten gains 
made from this deception. When you are once more the poor 
and needy John Hobart you were, I will marry you. Now, ask 
yourself if I want anything for myself—nothing but an easy 
conscience, of which you have long since robbed me.”
As she finished speaking, she stood there the picture of res-
olution, but she scarcely looked at her companion, and when 
she did, it was with an expression of scorn upon her face.
“Clara, why do you ask me to make this unnecessary sac-
rifice? Married without money, and situated as we should be 
were I to make the confession you ask, what would become of 
us? We must assuredly leave here, and where should we go? 
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If you are willing, we will marry, and fly with all we have to 
another country; but to stay here is impossible.”
“And commit some further crimes! Perhaps rob Mr Per-
ryman further, so as to give him still more reason to curse 
and loathe my memory. But for me none of this would ever 
have occurred, and still you speak to me of love, and hesi-
tate to make this sacrifice. Well, I knew before I offered that 
you would part with everything—ties the most sacred—rath-
er than part with your filthy lucre; and still, I ask, if God is 
just and merciful, how much mercy has he extended to me 
in keeping your vile passions uppermost, so that you will not 
agree to do justice. To be allied to you, John Hobart! Oh, how 
I should hate life itself while I prolonged it with you. Go from 
my sight! You can never realise how I loathe and despise you, 
mean and contemptible coward that you are. Go and hide 
yourself, for your very presence is contamination!”
“Clara, cruel girl!” said he, looking down, for he was afraid 
to meet her eyes, which he knew were fixed upon him; “I may, 
I know, appear to you in an unfavourable light, but will you 
ask yourself, why I have done all this wrong? ’Twas for love of 
you, and nought else.”
“Then, if you have done so much wrong for me, it will be 
but little indeed to do one right, for by that one act you will 
obtain what you would make me believe you most covet.”
To this he attempted no reply, but stood deep in thought. 
At first he was inclined to be honest, and say “No”; then again 
he even thought of making the sacrifice Clara asked, for 
whenever he thought of Frank he feared lest she should cher-
ish for him some feelings of love, and he felt he would rather 
do anything than risk parting with her. Then the face of Mary 
Torridge would appear, and even John Hobart’s conscience 
smote him for the time, heartless as he was; and turning again 
to Clara, he said—
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“You know not all, nor can I tell you all; but if you knew 
how much I loved you, you would show some mercy.”
“When you show mercy you can reasonably expect a re-
turn from me, and you shall receive it; but first extend it your-
self, and then trust to others as they have had to trust to you. 
Until then, I pray I may have strength to do some right,” and 
so saying, Clara left the room.
CHAPTER XVIII
The evening of the 23rd has arrived, and so have most of the 
guests at Hobart’s house. Maud, Louie, and Frank are there, 
and on Frank’s face there is a look of determination but sel-
dom to be seen. The Parks have also arrived, and the old gen-
tleman has soon made himself quite at home, and has been 
inspecting the apartments beyond those set aside for the visi-
tors. The ladies, with one exception, are dressed as gaily as 
ladies usually are on such occasions; the exception is Clara. 
She is attired in a tight-fitting plain black silk, with no orna-
ment save that she wears round her neck and wrists a little 
white lace. The dress seems so unlike the style of crinolines 
worn in those days that the slight figure shows doubly to ad-
vantage. Her face looks as beautiful as ever, but there is to-
night a rather sad expression on her countenance. Miss Park 
is dressed in blue silk; but the ever-worn crinoline contrasts 
unfavourably with the quiet apparel of Clara. Louie is also 
very plainly dressed, and resembles Clara in more ways than 
one; and Maud remarks, “See, Louie, you not only copy Miss 
Hobart in ways, but in dress.”
“How could I copy her in dress, Maud, when I did not 
know what she was going to wear? Besides, you know, I never 
like loud colours, or anything approaching them.”
“I wish I had thought of it,” said Maud, “for the sake of 
contrast I would have had a magenta.”
“Oh, Maud, you only jest. I know you do not mean any-
thing of the kind; and as to myself, you know I prefer all things 
the reverse of gay.”
“Yes, and if you ever marry, Louie, the unfortunate vic-
tim of your designs will be melancholy mad before he knows 
where he is, unless you alter.”
“I am not likely to marry, so there will be no occasion to 
sympathise with anyone.”
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“Tut, nonsense, Louie, don’t talk like that. You know I am 
only jesting; but don’t say you will not marry, for when Mr 
Right comes, he will say and you perform accordingly. But 
let’s look Clara up now; she has done receiving, and we will 
ask her why she did not go quite into mourning. Not but what 
I consider she looks the belle of the room.”
“She does look pretty; and what an improvement it makes 
not wearing the crinoline. I declare I will try the experiment 
tomorrow.”
“And so will I, Louie, and so will we all. But here comes 
Clara; let’s ask her. We were actually coming to ask you,” says 
Maud to Miss Hobart, “why you went so far from your usual 
rule in dressing so gaily to-night. Do you know, Clara, you 
eclipse everyone here.”
“Thanks for the compliment; but I think the gentlemen 
here do not deserve any for allowing two young ladies to roam 
about criticising and making sarcastic remarks on poor me. I 
must look into this, and rate them soundly for their inatten-
tion.”
“Kindly do nothing of the sort; as it is we are not bored, 
but if you do what you threaten, we shall probably be worse 
than imprisoned for the balance of the evening, while they 
will think they are conferring on us the greatest of favours 
by giving us their company. We will dance with them all in 
good time, but in between the dances we ask a little freedom; 
and Louie here, you know, will want half-an-hour for think-
ing presently.”
“I certainly am of opinion, Louie, you and I must range 
ourselves against Maud, for she never lets a chance by of ac-
quainting us with the fact that our ways and movements are 
observed.”
“Gossiping again, I do declare,” said Frank, who just then 
joined the trio. “I think, Miss Hobart, there is now to be the 
‘Lancers.’ * May I have the pleasure?”
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“Certainly,” said Clara; and at the same time two gentle-
men came and carried off Maud and Louie, and the sets were 
almost directly formed.
Now it so happened that Louie and her partner, and Clara, 
and Frank, were in the same set, and every interval of the 
music Frank took advantage to whisper, or half-whisper, to 
Clara something tending to tell her what was uppermost in 
his thoughts. He was most assiduous in his attentions, consid-
ering her every wish; and just as the set broke up he said, loud 
enough for Louie to hear, “Clara, will you grant me a few min-
utes to-night before we part; now, if possible—if not, later on.”
“Later on,” she replied, “not just now;” and within her heart 
there was a fluttering which, under more favourable circum-
stances, would have soon blossomed into love.
As to Frank, he was impatience itself. He longed to tell her 
again how much he loved her, and to beg of her a favourable 
reply. And Louie, poor Louie, what did she experience when 
she too heard his request, and saw with what impatience he 
waited her reply? She wished to be away from the world, and 
this part of it in particular, but she feared Maud’s displeasure 
too much to talk as yet of going home—in fact, until she went, 
many times during the evening, when asked questions, her 
thoughts so ran on what she had heard that, mechanically, she 
replied, “Later on, but not now.” So dance after dance went by 
and she found no pleasure, for she had learned to love Frank 
Perryman, and now she saw that she loved one who had no 
eyes for her. She was aware he could not reciprocate her pas-
sion, and so much did she allow the matter to trouble her, that 
just after a quadrille she tottered, rather than walked, out on 
to the verandah, past the conservatory, and beyond the bay 
window, under which there was a garden stool, and on this 
she rather fell than sat. The position of the bay window pre-
vented her being seen, and so dizzy and faint did she become 
that she felt quite unable to move for the present.
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Frank, as soon as the dance is over, approaches Clara, and 
requests her to grant him only a minute or two, urging as a 
further plea that she was so far tired from the effects of the 
dance that a little quiet would do her good. “Do you know,” 
he adds, “you looked so pale before this dance that I feared 
you were going to be ill again; but now I see you look better—
the excitement of the dance has done you good. Let us pass 
through on to the verandah. Stay, let me get you a wrapper, 
lest the night air affect you,” and with this Frank returned to 
her chair and brought her shawl, which he carefully wrapped 
round her, placing it carefully over her, and they both passed 
through the Venetian windows out on to the verandah.
The night was beautifully starlit, and the fragrance from 
the conservatory made the garden and its surroundings a fit 
place to talk of what was at this moment uppermost in Frank’s 
mind. Clara, however, knew what was coming, and dreaded 
it as a child dreads the cane, but she knew not how to stay 
him. Indeed, if she did not love, she had so much respect and 
sympathy for him that she scarcely felt inclined to refuse. She 
experiences again the fluttering sensation, but she inwardly 
decides she must check any such feeling, and with his first 
words comes her resolution to be again honest, to him at least.
“Clara,” he begins, “you know why I asked you for this in-
terview, for I have already told you how I have loved, and I 
love you still. But for the pleasure of again telling you this, 
what I say are only superfluous words.”
“Stay, we may be overheard, let us pass on. By the window 
there is a garden seat; I have much to say, and would say it all 
without interruption. Let us go from here, and you shall know 
me for what I am; and then you at least will be spared more 
deception.”
“Clara, what mean you? Your words fill me with alarm, 
and yet I fear not aught from you. Tell me you are only jok-
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ing with me, trying my love. I assure you you will find it true 
to the last.”
“Alas! I know too well its truth, and regret I cannot show 
myself worthy of it. But such is the case.”
“Stay, dear one; tell me not further, but say ‘yes’ to my oft-
repeated request, and let all else be buried in oblivion.”
“Mr Perryman, hear me before you say more. I know—
have felt for ever so long—that the strain on my mind has 
been too great; try it not further now, but hear all I have to 
tell you, and then if one speck of compassion for me remains 
within you, be generous, as you always have been, and say you 
forgive me. If you do not—if you even curse me,—I know it is 
but my deserts, and I will for ever pray that some day, when 
the memory of this night has partly been obliterated, you will 
have sufficient compassion, and say you have forgiven.”
“Freely do I forgive you beforehand, if there is aught to 
forgive; but I know you only delude yourself. As you wish it, 
however, I will hear you, then all will, I am certain, be well.”
Clara sat like one stupefied, for every word which he ut-
tered was to her a fresh pang; for did it not show her the good-
ness of his nature. And how was she about to pierce the heart 
which was full of nothing but kindness itself. However, nerv-
ing herself for the task which she knew now more than ever 
must be accomplished, she went on:—
“I have to tax your patience, Mr Perryman, for I have much 
to say, and I ask of you as a favour to hear me out. I know I 
shall, long before I finish, make you feel how you hate me, and 
perhaps ’twill be better for you to do so. It will be merciful to 
you at least, for you alone are to be considered.” She now went 
on, and told him word for word all that had passed;—how her 
father had told her his tale of misfortune; how Hobart had 
come to their humble hut, and the after events, until he was 
as well acquainted with her sad history as is the reader. Poor 
Frank sat like one in a dream. At times, when her relation of 
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the facts showed how she had suffered, and all for her father’s 
sake, he would look at her with eyes full of pity and love, and 
oft did he feel inclined to be more generous and clasp her in 
his arms, and declare that in spite of all he would never give 
her up; but he checked himself. She told him how she had 
feared before to inform him of the truth lest harm should be-
fall her father. Now that she had told him all, she would fur-
ther ask his clemency towards her father; that until she could 
find out what had become of him, Frank would forbear letting 
Hobart know what he had learnt.
“I ask you not,” she said, “to consider me; but my poor fa-
ther has suffered so much that it would be a sin that the wrong 
doing of others should cause him more sorrow. And now,” she 
adds, “how you will hate me; but at least you will not then 
think of me as you now do, and in this you will be receiving 
more of what you deserve.”
“Hate you, Clara? No, my poor girl, how can I hate you; 
what have you done but obeyed him you feared to offend, lest 
the man you loved, as a child should love her parent, should 
suffer. No, I will try and prove myself more equal to the occa-
sion; I will, as you ask, for the time at least, forbear to say or do 
aught that will let him, the mean and cowardly scoundrel that 
he is, know of what you tell me. You say you have written to 
your father, but have received no reply, and that you gave him 
the letters to post. Clara, I do not believe one of your letters 
ever went further than John Hobart; but this also will I find 
out, and sooner or later you and I will have that satisfaction 
which I think in this case is due to both of us.”
“Oh, how your words cheer me. You think my father still 
lives then, and that I shall again hear of him?”
“Indeed I do; and further, from what you tell me, I think 
the fact of your father assaulting Mr Torridge is a lie told by 
John Hobart to further his own ends, although of course this 
is pure speculation.”
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“Oh, thank you for those words. I never could believe my-
self that he would be guilty of such a crime; but what could I 
do? I thought all I did was for the best, and now I begin to see 
that I am to blame for not seeing and hearing more.” And here 
Clara, heart-broken first with what she had had to inflict on 
him who had proved so noble, and after, at the suggestions of 
Frank that he was not guilty of this last accusation, broke into 
the most passionate sobs.
“Do not weep, Clara,” said Frank, taking her hand, which 
she did not withdraw, “I will aid you. Look on me as your 
friend; aye, look on me as before, for God knows I do love 
you. Give me but the right, and even now, in spite of everyone, 
I will clear this accursed mystery.”
“Stay, Mr Perryman,” she said, withdrawing her hand, “you 
must not, I pray, speak to me of love. I am in no way worthy 
of you. I asked you for forgiveness. Give me this; your love, I 
know, should not be mine. Some day you will find one more 
worthy of it; and as for me, if you can give me your compas-
sion, it is all I ask.”
“Clara, you have told me all; am I not cool, and do I not 
know fully what I am saying? And now, before God, our only 
witness, do I tell you I will marry you, and then I shall have 
a further right to defend you. Mind you, I make this no con-
dition, for equally will I aid you were you to reject me with 
scorn.”
“I reject you with scorn! You alone have that right. But 
marry you I cannot. ’Tis not because I love another, for I do 
not; but were I to marry you, I should for ever feel that I had 
taken advantage of your passion, and that sooner or later you 
would hate me for it. No, Mr Perryman, ask me not to assist 
you in what is against your own interests. Aid me, if you will, 
and I shall be for ever your debtor; and should I find my fa-
ther, the remainder of my life shall be devoted to him to atone 
for the wrong that has been caused through my rashness.”
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“I will not press you now for an answer. Think of what I 
have said, and in the meantime I will take such steps with ref-
erence to the finding of your father that I think best. But to 
Hobart no word shall escape me, much as I loathe and despise 
him.”
“Oh, how can I ever thank you for your kindness? I know 
only one way, and that is to be honest. Do not ask me to take 
time to consider your offer, for I tell you I will never marry. 
Had things been different, then the case might have been al-
tered; but not now.”
“Then you would make your future life miserable, when 
you might make both our lives so different.”
“In this you delude yourself. For a time I might make you 
happy, but only while your infatuation lasted. Then your feel-
ings will change, and as for me it matters not. I am to fulfil 
a certain part, and when that is performed I shall be satis-
fied. Press me not further, but act at once in respect to my fa-
ther, for the continual strain on my powers of endurance may 
prove too much for me. Do this for me, and I shall for ever 
bless and pray for you. And now, as we shall be missed, let us 
return. The less comment the better, at least for the present.”
Frank reluctantly gave in much against his will, but Clara 
was determined, and so once more they returned to the room.
Hobart was the first to observe their entrance, and his look 
at Frank was not one that betokened kindness of heart. As to 
Clara, at her he looked as though he would like to take her 
away from the place immediately, so jealous was he lest any-
one should ever look at her. She was pale too, for the subject of 
the late conversation had stirred within her all that was near-
est to her heart; but her firmness of mind bore her up, or she 
must have given way to her feelings.
“Frank,” said Maud, some few minutes later, “have you 
seen Louie? I have been looking for her everywhere, but can-
not find or hear where she is.”
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“No, Maud, I have not. When did you see her last?”
“More than an hour ago.”
“I will find Clara, and ask her,” said Frank.
“I have just done so, and she doesn’t know where she is.”
“It is strange,” said Frank, “she may have felt unwell, and 
returned home.”
“She would not do so without saying a word. Besides, her 
hat and other things are here, so I must hunt further.”
Maud accordingly left Frank, who was busy with his own 
thoughts, or he would have offered his assistance to search for 
Louie. Before asking her brother, Maud had been all through 
the house, and she now went out to the verandah, and not 
finding her there, she gently called “Louie.” Still no answer, 
so she went further out on the small lawn before the house, 
and which went also down one side. Here she looked about, 
but not a sign of Louie could be seen, when suddenly turn-
ing to go toward the eastern corner she caught sight of what 
appeared to be a form rising off the grass round the corner 
where Clara and Frank had just left.
“What, is that you, Louie?” cried out Maud. “Why, what-
ever is wrong with you? I have hunted everywhere.”
“Oh, Maud, I have been so unwell. I must have fainted, for 
I came out to get the air; and from that time I know not what 
has happened. When I again came to I had not strength to 
rise.”
“My poor Louie,” said Maud, kneeling at her side, and tak-
ing her head and placing it gently on her lap; “and I was so 
thoughtless that I did not miss you for ever so long.”
“You were not thoughtless, Maud. Why should you ever 
think anything was wrong? I should have known better than 
to give way, for that had doubtless much to do with it.”
“I should like to know how anyone could help giving way 
when they fainted. Can you get up, Louie? Let me put this 
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wrapper around you,” and Maud took from off her own shoul-
ders a cape and placed it around Louie.
“Maud,” said Louie, “will you promise me one thing? A fa-
vour indeed, but one easily granted.”
“Certainly I will, Louie; what is it?”
“Don’t tell Frank; or anyone, in fact, of this, for it will seem 
so strange to them. Will you promise me this, Maud?”
“Of course I will promise. If they ask I will merely say I 
found you all right, and no more.”
“Oh, thank you, Maud; I am so grateful. I would not like 
anyone to know how foolish I have been.”
“All right; only don’t call it foolish, for I cannot see any-
thing foolish about it. Let us go in now, or they will be looking 
out for both of us,” and so the two ladies entered the drawing 
room, and, as a dance has just started, nobody noticed them.
Little did Maud ever dream why Louie was so earnest lest 
she should tell Frank. Had she not unwillingly heard all, or 
nearly all, that had passed between the man who loved and 
Clara? Yes, she had heard all, but she could not help it. Being 
seated in the garden, when Frank and Clara were together, 
Louie rose to go lest she should hear more, but agitated, and 
pierced to the heart by what she had unwittingly listened to, 
she had only reached where Maud found her when she felt so 
overcome that she must have experienced a slight faint. For 
some seconds she knew not what was said, then again she 
heard Clara say, “I cannot marry you,” and this was so sweet 
after hearing the other, that she was too fascinated to move. 
For some seconds she sat on. Then when she heard Clara re-
late her misfortunes, compassion for the miserable woman 
filled her heart. She felt that willingly would she, were it in 
her power, give Frank up to Clara, for she, in her wholeness of 
heart, forgot her own troubles when she saw the magnitude of 
another’s compared to her own. Then she realised that she was 
in the position of an eavesdropper, and shame came upon her; 
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but what could she do? To move now would be certain dis-
covery, and then what would Frank and Clara think of her to 
find her, as it would seem to them, in the very act of listening. 
No, she must remain on, and to do so was to hear and realise 
how much and how nobly Clara decided to forfeit all, even 
the man she loved, for Louie thought she must love Frank—
to follow, as she thought, her path of duty and atonement. 
Louie saw no wrong that Clara had done. Every word that 
Clara uttered sunk deep into the true and tender heart of the 
unknown witness to this midnight confession; and she, too, 
resolved that the secret should be as safe as ever; and she also 
resolved that if it ever came within her power to aid Clara, 
she would do so. So Clara, who thought to make one at least 
hate her, had really secured possibly two of the best and truest 
friends she ever had.
And what was occurring in another part of this house on 
this occasion, which seemed to be nought but adventure, we 
will see.
In the card room sit Mr Parks, Mrs Perryman, and two oth-
ers of similar age, amusing themselves with the usual game of 
whist, for half-crown points and shilling tricks; and in anoth-
er room further back stand Mr Felix Fixer and John Hobart.
“Why, Hobart,” Fixer is just saying, “do you not be more 
cautious in your movements? You have been flirting all the 
night with this Miss Parks. You know that you will only rouse 
the jealousy of Clara, and then she may upset everything.”
“I tell you that it is impossible for me to make her so.”
“And I tell you that you do not know woman if you say that, 
for they get jealous even when they are not in love.”
“Your fears are quite uncalled for, Fixer. Besides, I want to 
make her so if I can, and if not I may find it very convenient 
to marry this £50,000 heiress.”
“John Hobart, are you mad? When you talk to me of mar-
rying, do you forget the place I occupied some years ago?”
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“Fixer, your interests are mine, and vice versa. I shall in this 
affair use my own discretion, and I advise you not to interfere 
with me, as I don’t intend to stand that sort of thing.”
“Your memory must be getting very defective. I must brush 
it up,” and with these words Fixer left him.
Somewhat later on in the night, or rather morning, after 
Maud and Louie had sung a duet, the former appealed to 
Fixer to decide if she was not entitled to make a call upon a 
gentleman present for a song.
“Most decidedly,” said the polite Fixer, “and I shall see that 
the gentleman complies; not that there is any fear of anyone 
here refusing you, for who could?”
“Then,” said Maud, “I shall call upon Mr Felix Fixer for the 
next song, and I am sure you will be as good as your word.”
This appeal caused a hearty laugh at the victim’s expense; 
but Mr Fixer was equal to this, as he was to all else.
“Ladies and gentlemen, I must certainly throw myself upon 
your generosity, so far as complying with Miss Perryman’s re-
quest as made; but if you will allow me to modify, I will then 
be quite as good as my word. I assure you, I never sing.”
“Oh, nonsense,” said Maud, “you are trying to shirk.”
“Not at all, but hear me out. I cannot, as I just said, sing, 
but I am quite willing to contribute my mite for the entertain-
ment of those present, in the following manner:—As I cannot 
sing, I shall be allowed to relate a little incident which came 
under my personal observation; in fact, to which I was un-
knowingly a witness. Say, Miss Perryman, will you allow me 
to proceed?”
“Well, Mr Fixer, as you do everything which you attempt 
so well, I suppose, in fact feel sure, you will do justice to this, 
and, unless the company object, we will hear you.”
“Well, ladies and gentlemen, what say you?”
“Go on, by all means,” was the general cry, in which Ho-
bart, who had now taken a seat beside Fixer, joined.
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“Thanks,” said Fixer, “I will. To commence, I must tell you 
I was an unknowing witness to what I am about to relate, so I 
trust you will exonerate me from all blame.”
“Certainly,” was the general response. “Go on; go on.”
“Very good then, to commence—.”
“You said that before,” observed Maud, in her usual lively 
manner, “pray not so many reiterations.”
“I apologise,” said Fixer, “and will now resume. It was about 
the year—, but the exact date matters not, that I had occasion 
to know one John Hobson,” and Felix paused on the first sylla-
ble of the name, which caused Hobart to look sharply round. 
“This Hobson was not what you would call a conscientious 
kind of man, but of that I will leave you to judge. He was, at 
the time I speak of, a kind of—well, what shall I call him? For 
the sake of illustration, we will say he was a lawyer. You do not 
object, Mr Hobart?”
“Not I,” said Hobart, but it seemed a long time coming.
“Very well, then, we will say John Hobart—Hobson, I beg 
your pardon, was a lawyer, and that there was a certain young 
lady of excellent position and birth whom he had decided, in 
his mind no doubt, would be a very good match for him, as 
she was possessed of considerable ‘siller,’ * as the Scotch say. 
Now he made advances to this Mary Torridgent.”
A long drawl again on the “Torr” caused Hobart to whis-
per, “For God’s sake, stop, and I will for ever hear you and 
consider you more.”
Fixer, however, took no notice, but went on. “But she re-
jected him, and would not hear him at all. Now this John 
Hobson being of a determined turn of mind—at least when 
he had only a woman to deal with—decided she should mar-
ry him if she wished to or not; and so he went to a certain 
Wesleyan minister, who was remarkably deaf, and, after much 
trouble, explained to him that he was to be married to this 
Mary Torridgent, and that they would come on a certain day 
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and go through the ceremony. At the same time he informed 
the minister that the young lady, who was just of age, did not 
want her parents to know, and that she required the affair over 
as quickly as possible. After this he saw the verger, and told 
him also of his marriage, asked him to have all in readiness, 
and as his master was so deaf, to help things on as quickly 
as he could, so that the pair could get away as soon as pos-
sible. Further, he promised the verger, who, by the bye, was 
a very needy man, that if all came right he should have five 
pounds for himself. After this he went to another young lady, 
and asked her if she would officiate as bridesmaid; and when 
she had agreed, he went to Mary Torridgent, and said that as 
she would not marry him, he had determined to wed another, 
and asked her to act as bridesmaid, and thus show she had no 
ill-will towards him. She consented to this, and all was ready 
for the Thursday.”
“But,” said Maud, “you have, so far, not got a bride.”
“All in good time, my young lady —.” Hobart here, looking 
very pale and agitated, whispered to Fixer, “For heaven’s sake 
stop, or I must leave.”
Fixer took no notice, but went on. “You will soon hear if 
you listen. The morning on which the ceremony was to take 
place at last arrived, and sure enough there were the two who 
had promised to be bridesmaids, and also the bridegroom. 
Now each of the two bridesmaids had been severally in-
formed by Hobson that the other one was to be the bride; and 
no sooner did they both arrive than the minister, who wished 
them to see he understood what he was doing, if he could not 
hear, proceeded to place both young ladies in their places, and 
also the bridegroom; and, after this was done, the ceremony 
proceeded, and in due course he pronounced, in his snuffling 
style of speaking, Mary Torridgent and John Hobart—I beg 
your pardon again for the mistake—Hobson I should have 
said.”
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At this, Hobart, who sat quite close to the speaker, tried 
to rise, but Fixer, ready for this emergency, seized him by the 
coat-tails, and held him fast to his seat.
“The bridegroom now caught hold of the hand of Miss 
Torridgent, and placed the ring on in the usual manner. At 
this she exclaimed, ‘Why do you put the ring on my finger?’ 
and he answered in a whisper that it was customary in this 
church to do so, but that it would be taken off again directly. 
As the young lady had never seen such a ceremony before, 
she said nothing. Now came the signing of the register, and 
in doing this the bridegroom adroitly covered the name when 
he signed, and then told Miss Torridgent to put her signa-
ture as witness, which she did. Then the actual witness signed, 
and sure enough the lady and the suitor whom she had re-
jected were declared man and wife. The verger and I signed 
also as witnesses, and all seemed complete until the old and 
deaf minister, turning to the so-called pair, commenced his 
congratulations.
“At this the bride seemed to have awakened to her actual 
position, and asked, ‘But why congratulate me? I have not 
married this man.’ ”
“ ‘Aye, miss, most assuredly you have.’ ”
“ ‘No, sir,’ she cried, weeping as though her heart would 
break, ‘I came but to be bridesmaid for this couple, and not to 
get married myself. ’ ”
“ ‘Then, madam, I have been imposed upon; for this gentle-
man most assuredly told me it was to you he was to be mar-
ried, and no one else.’ ”
“Oh,” said Maud, “what a piece of villainy; surely no one 
could ever perform such a part. But I interrupt you; pray go 
on.”
“My gracious,” exclaimed the New Orleans planter, “but 
this beats all I ever heard of. You surely invented this, Mr Fix-
er, to get out of your song.”
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“Horrible,” exclaimed Mrs Perryman, “if that clergyman 
had any goodness in him he would most certainly undo what 
he had done.”
At this all laughed, although they were very much im-
pressed with Fixer’s story; and Frank said—
“Unfortunately for the young lady that could not be done, 
mother.”
“Ah, my dear,” she answered, “if it were my daughter it 
should be done, for I would take her from the heartless scoun-
drel.”
“Well,” said Maud, “all I have to say is, I wish we had him 
here between us, we would pull his hair, if nothing else.”
“That we would,” echoed every lady present.
“However,” said Fixer, “before you cut this gentleman up 
any smaller, I will tell what little there remains to be told. The 
bridegroom spoke to the girl he had married and told her he 
loved her, and this was his excuse for doing what he had done. 
‘Then,’ she replied, her eyes flashing with scorn (I fancy I see 
her now; she looked beautiful as she stood and confronted 
him she was married to and the minister), ‘you have either 
together, or separately, been guilty of one of the basest plots 
ever concocted, and, cowards that you are, you have plotted 
against a woman because you no doubt thought her an easy 
prey for your villainies. But you shall see; aye, most assuredly 
shall, you both see. You,’ she added, turning to Hobson, ‘shall 
live to regret this; aye, a very stone will I prove to you, tied 
round your neck with your own hand, and the time will come 
when you shall curse the day you ever put it there, but it shall 
not be cast off. No, never; while I live you shall live to know 
what it is to have a wife and yet no wife, for I will at least 
debar you from taking another, even if I have to travel to the 
other end of the world to let people know who and what you 
are. And you,’ she said, speaking to the minister, ‘I will expose 
you, and let the world know to what such men will stoop for 
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money. Aye, you are like your kind; but you are old and in-
firm, and might have felt pity on one who is young enough to 
be your granddaughter, and who never harmed you;’ and here 
the poor girl gave way, and wept like a child.”
“And what did the villain of the piece do now?” asked 
Maud. “Oh, the rascal, I hate to think of him.”
“He said nothing, but looked on; and, after a time, he 
turned to the bride, who still wept, saying, ‘Come, let us away.’ 
‘Away? Yes, John Hobson, you had better away, lest I save the 
hangman his work. Go from me! Sooner ten thousand times 
would I be dead than mate with you for one single hour. No, 
leave me, and sooner or later you shall live to regret this step 
as much as I do now. It is true you punish me; but the day will 
come. Yes, as sure as we all live, the day will come.’ And with 
this she bounded away from the church before the poor old 
minister could say one word, although the tears were stream-
ing down his face, and several times he had essayed to speak, 
but the words seemed to stop in his throat. I was so disgusted 
with what I had seen that I left the church, and the lady I have 
never seen since. And now, ladies and gentlemen, I have told 
my story, and I trust you are satisfied.”
“Why, I do believe,” said Maud, “your story has impressed 
Mr Hobart more than any of us. He looks quite ill!”
“Ah, Mr Hobart,” observed Mrs Perryman, “it is a credit 
to you to show such feelings. I have been crying myself, and I 
am not ashamed to own it.” And as she spoke she wiped away 
from her face the tears which had been running down her 
cheeks.
“I do not feel well, by any means,” said Hobart, “nor have I 
for some hour or more. Of course I know Fixer’s story is but 
fiction, so that has not so much impressed me.”
“But,” said Louie, speaking for the first time, “Mr Fixer said 
it was true; did you not?”
“Yes, Miss Branscombe, quite true.”
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“Oh, I am so sorry; I did so hope it was but as Mr Hobart 
seemed so certain it was—fiction. I thought you might have 
been drawing on your imagination.”
“Well, Mr Fixer,” said Miss Parks, “if ever I am again at a 
party, and you propose to tell a story, I shall certainly advise 
the company to prevent you giving one like this. I feel uncom-
fortable to think there ever was such a man. Why, anyone to 
act in this way you have described must be a very Satan.”
“I am always in trouble,” remarked Fixer, “but if you will 
forgive me this time, ladies, I’ll never err again in the same 
direction.”
“Well,” said Maud, “tell us what followed. Did the lady go 
again back to her parents, or away with her husband?—for, of 
course, such he was by law, if by no other right.”
“I believe she returned home; and I know she spoke no fur-
ther to Hobson.”
“Quite right,” replied Maud, “but to complete the story af-
ter the usual style of fiction you ought to tell us how he start-
ed after his bride, but in crossing some river the boat, from 
some unforeseen circumstance or other, capsized, and he was 
drowned, and then we should all feel satisfied.”
“Yes,” said Clara, “that would be a better finish certainly; 
but we must take Mr Fixer’s story as it is, I suppose. And now 
Miss Branscombe will perhaps cheer us up with that little fa-
vourite of hers, ‘Thy Voice is Near.’ ” *
“A splendid suggestion,” cried Maud, “come Louie, I will 
help you; you know I can.” And Louie, ever willing to do as 
she was asked, rose, took a seat at the piano, and sang with 
much feeling the song Clara had asked for.
Shortly after this, as it had grown late, the party broke up, 
and all there dispersed; and so ended Mr Fixer’s attempt to 
“brush up” Mr Hobart’s defective memory.
CHAPTER XIX
For some days it so happened that Fixer’s business kept him 
from town, and consequently he did not see Hobart till the 
fifth day after the party. He then received from Hobart a note, 
asking him up to his house that evening, and accordingly he 
went. He was received by Hobart, as he thought, in rather a 
cool way; but he took no notice of that, and, seating himself, 
he asked after Clara’s health and his own.
“Clara is fairly well,” said Hobart, “better than she has been, 
for she seemed quite worn out after the party. To-night she 
has gone out for a run, and I scarcely know when she will re-
turn; but, I presume, before you leave. As for myself, I am also 
pretty well; but not any better for your little recital of the other 
evening. Why you did such a thing I cannot understand.”
“Your memory, my dear Hobart, at times, fails you so very 
badly, that it is only fair for me to attempt to brighten it a lit-
tle.”
“I don’t want it done in this way,” returned Hobart. “I fail 
to see why you should interfere with me to the extent you do. 
I treat you very differently.”
“Hobart, is it not enough to blight the prospects for ever of 
two of the best girls you ever knew, without adding another 
to the list? I am not, John Hobart, any better than any other 
of my kind; but I have never forgotten that both my mother 
and sister, God bless them! are women; and, having feelings 
for them, I have some for the whole sex, and would not know-
ingly see them wronged. If there is aught in this world that 
should be considered above all else it is a woman; and, thank 
heaven, that is my opinion, and I am not ashamed of it. I do 
not wish to intrude upon you, far from it; but when you talk 
without any justification for ruining another, I thought it best 
to remind you that there exists one who said once, ‘You shall 
live to know that you have a wife, and yet have none.’ ”
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“I don’t want any more recitations of that piece. She will 
never turn up here; and if she did she would, if I were married, 
be too pleased at obtaining her own freedom to say a word 
that would injure me. For the less she said the better in this 
case, as you know.”
“So far so good,” answered Fixer. “I don’t think she would 
bother herself about you; for you know there is such a thing 
as revenge, and were she to arrive here just about the time you 
were being married it would be awkward for both of us, to say 
the least of it.”
“I am not, so far as I know, going to get married. I have not 
any such wish, so we will drop the subject, and turn to others.”
“Conditionally, Hobart, conditionally.”
“What do you mean by that remark?”
“First, that you do not try to make Miss Parks or any other 
young lady fall in love with you; and, secondly, that if they 
should do so you will not think of injuring them in any way, 
nor of injuring myself by matrimony. Strange that women al-
ways prefer the worst of men, but so it is.”
“You are always complimentary, and anyone who heard 
you talk to me would certainly think I were a big schoolboy.”
“But for the fact that they do little or no wrong, while you 
do nothing else, the comparison would not be amiss.”
“Thanks; but let us turn to business, for you will only pro-
voke me if we talk on thus.”
“Not unless you do such acts that require comment, and in 
that case I should take what measures I chose. As you suggest, 
we will now turn to business, and until you err again we will 
let that matter rest. What is the business you would speak of?”
“Well, Fixer, I am most anxious for the spec we were speak-
ing of the other day, and I wish to hear your views.”
“The spec you spoke of, you mean. I only heard and ob-
jected, but you talked.”
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“Well, never mind, Fixer; be more as you were, and talk 
only of the subject, and leave sarcasms out. Perhaps you would 
like a cigar and some whisky, and then you will be better.”
With this Hobart rung, and asked for the required whisky, 
&c., of which Fixer partook.
“Well,” said Fixer, “perhaps I do feel no worse; but still I 
must say I do not view your proposal in a favourable light.”
“Look here, Fixer, the land is a gift at £20,000, and the terms 
are exceptionally easy. We can easily double on it before the 
last bills fall due, and then you will be as pleased as I. Come, 
be a little more venturesome.”
“Look you, Hobart, I don’t like the spec. First, the bills all 
fall due under six months, a very short time, and if the land 
does not sell, we are literally coopered;* but if this is your pet 
scheme we will go into it and sink or swim together. If the 
land sells at all we are right; if the other way, we shall have to 
start business somewhere else, as this climate will, for a cer-
tainty, grow rapidly hot.”
“No fear of that,” said Hobart, elated, “I will refer Mr Lenny 
to you tomorrow, and so settle the matter up; and if it does not 
go well, I will, in any case, try and put you right at least.”
“Promises, my boy—you know the rest. However, there is 
no need to say more; simply try and keep what promises you 
have made, and I shall be content. I will leave you now; give 
my fondest regards to Clara; fine girl, by Jove.” And Mr Fixer 
took his departure.
John Hobart sat a long time alone, thinking first of one 
thing and then another. “Yes, I would marry Miss Parks were 
it not for him,” he says to himself, “for she is worth money; 
and I could then defy them all. If I could bring myself to think 
less of Clara, which no doubt I should be able to do in the 
event of this, she could be given a couple of hundred and let 
go to search for her father, and then they would, for a certain-
ty, never find each other,” and he laughed at the joke. “Still, I 
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do love Clara, and she keeps me at a distance, more especially 
since the party. Fixer, too, he often is in the way; but if I were 
married I could make some arrangements with him, and so 
have all to myself. Fool that I ever was to marry when and as 
I did. She has indeed been a stone around my neck; but I will 
cast it off, and another shall take its place. I feel now that I 
like Amelia Parks, and I will see more of her. The more I care 
for her, the easier it will be for me to wean myself from Clara, 
and then I shall have more peace of mind. By the way, Clara 
is very late. This is something new, but I must find out what is 
the meaning of it; she never did this before. Since that infer-
nal party everything seems upside down, but all will soon be 
well again. If nothing else, the land can be sold, and then I can 
draw from Fixer the money to pay the bills; or once more for-
get, and let Mr Frank Perryman pay. Then you too, Mr Fixer, 
will have to look for someone else whom you can exasperate 
about their ‘defective memory.’ Yes, a little more patience, and 
then—,” and Hobart swallows another glass of whisky, lights a 
cigar, and continues his self-communings.
“Ha, ha! What a splendid thing to sell Fixer, if I can do it. 
That will be the best move of all. But Clara, ah, Clara! No, you 
shall not have her, Frank Perryman. No, never, not if I know 
it. She shall yet be mine; aye, before Amelia, Mary, or, for the 
matter of that, a legion of Maries.” So he talked on until at last 
he fell to sleep, muttering; and in this state Clara found him 
on her return with Frank Perryman, for it was to his house she 
had been to spend the evening, but more to talk over, and give 
particulars for the finding of her father.
And so for the present things drift gently on; to some 
they bring peace and happiness, and to others misery and 
privation; but some must, in this battle of life, lose as others 
win; and each must accept, and if not satisfied, at least, do 
their best to appear so. The land, as desired by Hobart, was 
purchased on the following terms:—cash, £1000; and bills 
CHAPTER XIX 173
drawn by Messrs Fixer and Co., and endorsed by Perryman 
and Hobart for £19,000, bearing interest at 7 per cent. Thus 
was Frank Perryman’s name placed to paper in this transac-
tion alone for nineteen thousand pounds; and there is more 
paper afloat also bearing his name. But how true is the old 
adage, “When ignorance is bliss, ’tis folly to be wise, ” * for he 




Frank Perryman was, above everything, a man of his word; 
and never did he make a promise that he did not intend to 
keep. Clara had been this evening to see him, to supply him 
with what particulars she could, and he was fairly determined 
to write and ask the authorities in Van Dieman’s Land all par-
ticulars of Matthew Grant.
“How long do you think it will take,” inquired Clara, “to 
get a reply?”
“Well, you know a letter first must go to Melbourne, as 
there is no direct mail;* so, I premise, it will take two months,” 
said Frank.
“Two months? Why, it will never pass, for now you have 
raised my hopes I feel more anxious for reply than I ever did 
for anything.”
“You must have patience; the time will soon pass away, and 
I feel morally sure we shall get better news than you antici-
pate.”
“I hope and trust we may; for if it is as you suppose, and 
my letters have never been sent, my poor father will surely be 
heart-broken at my neglect.”
“Your apparent neglect say, rather. But be of good heart, 
and you know not how it will cheer you when you hear again 
from him and know that he is well. Further, I may be able to 
assist him then in some way, and make life happier.”
“Oh, thanks; how can I ever show myself in any way wor-
thy of your kindness?”
“You could do one thing, Clara, if you would, that would 
repay me a thousand times over.”
“Stay, Mr Perryman, please, ask me not that; for, as I have 
told you, this can never be. Besides, how should I requite your 
goodness by allowing you to wed the daughter of a convict? 
No, Mr Perryman, think of your mother, your sister Maud, 
and last, but not least, your own social standing, and then you 
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will see with me that it is impossible, even if I were inclined 
to be selfish enough to ask you throw all aside for me. No, I 
thank God I am not so far ungrateful as to allow you to make 
this sacrifice. As for me, I shall, as soon as I can hear that my 
father lives, return, and try for the future to be at least a com-
fort to one who hitherto has received so little, but who I know 
deserves so much.”
“Noble, generous-hearted girl. My mother and sister would 
be only too happy I know to welcome you as my wife; but if 
you still say you wish it shall not be so, I will from this time 
show that I too can work to aid you disinterestedly, and will, 
if you bid me, never again mention the subject—at least not 
until I have again restored you to your father.”
“Then I would ask of you this favour. I do not say that I 
hold out any hopes of my altering my mind, for I do not; still, 
if you think time will alter my determination, I would not rob 
you of hope, although I know full well I shall never be worthy 
of your love.”
“You will come often and see us, at least, Clara. May I still 
call you Clara?”
“Why should you not do so? You have been kind to me 
when I most needed a friend, and if one has a right to call me 
Clara, surely it is you. But it is getting late, and I must return 
home.”
“I shall at least escort you to your house, for I cannot allow 
you to go alone, and so late.”
To this Clara offered no objection, and so they sallied 
forth. Little was said by either, and at last they found them-
selves at the residence of John Hobart, where Frank wished 
his companion a tender good-night and left her, and turned 
back again home.
He was surprised on reaching his house to find Miss Brans-
combe standing at the gate.
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“Why, Louie, whatever keeps you up so late? Waiting for 
Mr. Right to come along, eh?”
“No, Frank, for me there is no such man that I know of, or 
if there is, I am not looking for him.”
“Now, Louie, you know on this subject young ladies are al-
lowed to fib to a certain extent, but I always thought you were 
the exception to that rule.”
“No, Frank, I do not fib. I am waiting for no one; in fact, I 
forgot you were out, or I should not be here.”
“Why, would you fly from me? I seem to be singularly un-
fortunate with ladies, Louie; can you tell me why?”
“You are not, so far as I am aware. I would not fly from you 
individually; but it is late, and I know I ought to have been 
long since in my bed.”
“Come then, Louie, and we will both go in. Has Maud re-
tired yet, or does she, too, await some midnight visitant?”
“Now, Frank, you are unjust, for you infer what you have 
no right to. You know Maud awaits no one.”
“True, little sensitive; but you know that I am only joking, 
so don’t be cross;” and Frank, in a brotherly way, takes Louie’s 
arm, and they both enter the house.
She fancied for a moment that he seemed to notice her 
more than usually, and a gleam of happiness came across her 
face.
“Now you look better, Louie. Tell me what has ailed you of 
late; you always seem dull, as though you had the trouble of 
several people on your mind.”
“I have nothing to tell you, Frank; you know I am not of a 
jovial disposition, but rather of a serious turn of mind.”
“You are evading me. Come, tell me of your little trouble, 
and I may be able to assist you.”
“There is nothing in which you can help me, or I would ask 
of you, for I know you would do so.”
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“Well, look you, Louie, if you ever do want aid or advice, 
come to me, for none would give it freer than I.”
“I know, and thank you, Frank, as much as if I had really 
something to ask. But now, I will say good-night, or Maud will 
scold me for gossiping so late.”
“Good-night, then,” said Frank, “happy dreams,” and away 
went Louie to think for hours of how happy it would make her 
were she to be blest with the chance of accepting what another 
had so recently refused.
Did Frank ever dream how this tender-hearted girl loved 
him? No, not for one instant. He thought she liked him per-
haps as a brother, for they had almost grown up together, but 
the real state of affairs he never even surmised.
Louie found Maud fast asleep, for she had no trouble. She 
loved her brother, mother, and also Louie—in fact, she was a 
general liker, and with everybody she was a great favourite; but 
she had no love trouble. Many of the young men who visited 
their house tried to court her, but she met all their advances 
in her usual lively way—in fact, she treated it all as a matter 
of fun, and she had never so far thought seriously enough of 
anybody to think them in love, or to wander in that direction 
herself. So she was doubly blest; for who is there of the mil-
lions of this world’s population who can so take the best part 
of this world’s gifts and enjoy them, and leave the unpleasant 
parts for others? But such is life—we are all the victims of cir-
cumstances and our disposition, which has more to do with 
our joys in this troublesome world than aught else. And so 
Louie had troublous thoughts, because she was in love, and 
he she loved knew it not, and did not reciprocate; while Frank 
lay for hours hoping that sooner or later he would win Clara’s 
love, and so secure his own happiness, but always determined 
whether or no to try and help her out of her difficulties.
And Clara, poor Clara! How she hoped and prayed for the 
welfare of him she could have made so happy, but would not, 
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because she deemed herself all unworthy, and for what rea-
son— because another had sinned against both. Away with 
such notions! Let the dead past bury the past; but in the bright 
and glorious future, if we will but make it so, let us think of 
this alone, and many an aching heart will be soothed, and 
those who may be for ever weary shall for ever be at rest.
Now, Hobart, with his rise in life, like all such men, became 
to his inferiors in position overbearing in his style, and as 
Frank Perryman gained popularity so Hobart lost—not only 
with the working or industrious classes, but he also disgusted 
the aristocrats by his continual bowing and scraping. Besides, 
by many he was snubbed, for not a few shady transactions were 
talked of as being perpetrated by him; and though he rose in 
his profession, and in a monetary sense, yet by the majority 
was he disliked and suspected. With old Parks he became an 
intimate friend, for the old fellow was reputed to have accu-
mulated much money, and, according to popular opinion, by 
questionable means; and Hobart, who was remarkably fond 
of recounting his sharpness, found in the old fellow a patient 
listener, for the subject pleased him. It was to his taste, and so 
they visited and became, in the opinion of each other, great 
men. They would sit for hours drinking whisky and smok-
ing cigars, and see who could tell the best tale of sharpness, 
which, amongst men of any conscientious scruples, would be 
looked on as tricks for which they would banish the lowest 
menial in their employ. With these two, however, it was a con-
genial topic; and of times would Amelia and Clara, in conse-
quence, be thrown into each other’s company. Clara made no 
confidants beyond Frank, and Amelia had no secrets to tell. 
She would often speak of young men of her set when at home 
who aspired to her hand and fortune; but as she was in this al-
ways guided by her parents, and did not seem to have a mind 
of her own, she looked on the rejecting of a lover, because her 
father said so, as a matter of course, and it never caused her a 
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moment’s thought. It is true Clara listened to her stories, but 
not with any desire to hear more; she was too kind at heart to 
show her any coolness, and so things went on in this strain.
With Parks Hobart had been more confiding than with any 
other of his acquaintances, for he felt that he could trust him 
with certain matters. He had in many ways told him of how 
successful he had been in business, and he had further in-
formed him of his interest in Fixer’s venture; and the old fel-
low had often thought, and even hinted at, what a good match 
Hobart and Amelia would make, as of course Hobart said not 
a word of how many thousands they had floating alone on the 
name of Frank. The firm of Fixer and Co. had now become 
in the eyes of the people of South Canterbury a big concern, 
one whose credit was enormous, and whose capital was also 
large. They had long since bought, and had built ships, with 
which they did all their own shipping; and so far as Fixer had 
first predicted, the mercantile spec had been a success beyond 
their highest anticipations. Fixer, however, never spoke of his 
business unless he had a motive in doing so, and then he was 
too discreet to say one word too much. He gave no one his 
confidence, and no one knew from him aught of his business. 
With his employés he was a fair and just master, and was in all 
cases prompt in his payments to them, but always exact to a 
fraction. Any promises he made to them he always kept, and 
at the same time his discipline was strict. Those with whom 
he had to deal found him extremely exact, and in all his mon-
etary transactions he took special care to be in a position to 
keep his word, and so he inspired confidence. Nor was he less 
respected by those with whom he came in contact outside of 
business. His company was courted, and he was considered 
rich; and often would one of his most intimate friends say, 
“Fixer, the Co. of your firm is, I suppose, your relatives who 
have departed this life, and whose will was made in your fa-
vour;” to which remark he would smile in his own peculiar 
The Two Lawyers180
style, but not affirm or contradict in any way, so they believed 
what they chose; but this was no concern of Mr Fixer, who 
strictly endeavoured to mind his own business, and never 
tried to interfere with others. So he gradually went on, with 
but one object, that of furthering his own interest, and he nev-
er tried to assume to be what he was not. His household af-
fairs were managed with economy, and what company he kept 
was never or rarely seen at his own house. He always feared 
that sooner or later Hobart would upset things by some rash 
act, but it must be said of him that he did all in his power to 
prevent any such occurrence. Frank Perryman’s good opin-
ion Fixer was most careful to obtain and keep. Not that he 
courted his society, but when he could by any means get it, he 
made the best possible use he could of the time to increase the 
favourable impression Perryman already had of him. Frank 
always spoke of Fixer as a gentleman, and considered that he 
was one who improved on acquaintance. He had, as he prom-
ised Maud, mentioned the fact to Fixer of his having had a 
clerk of his name in his employ.
“No doubt,” replied Fixer, “it was one of my poor relations. 
Some families boast of their rich connections; I can boast of 
my poor ones, for we are about the poorest lot I think you 
would find in a day’s march. What was his Christian name, 
Perryman?”
“Felix,” answered Frank, without the shade of suspicion, 
“and I should say about fifteen years your junior.”
“Oh, Felix? Then I suppose some one of my relatives must 
have been foolish enough to conclude one Felix was not 
enough in the family. For my part, I should say it was one too 
many.”
At this last remark Frank laughed. But in his own mind he 
reversed what Fixer had said about poor relations, although 
as to the clerk he formed no opinion. And so with care and 
coolness, Fixer avoided prevaricating; and still when he told 
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the truth he did it in such a way that no one thought he meant 
what he said, but concluded his modesty induced him to 
avoid parading any display, and that he was not the kind of 
man to boast of his aristocratic connections. Thus were all de-
ceived; and had anyone, even Hobart, told Frank that Fixer 
was really the clerk formerly in their employ he would not 
have believed a word of it, and no one could have persuaded 
him. With reference to the apparent disparity in the age, this 
was occasioned by the fact of Fixer, when a clerk, having paid 
such particular attention to keeping his face so cleanly shaved 
that everyone was under the impression he had been unable 
to grow any hair at all. Formerly, too, he had taken special 
care to dress entirely different from now; for, as he assumed 
the character of a man of business, he entirely altered his style.
Now the matter of the land spec was not at all to Fixer’s 
liking. He knew too well how land fluctuated in value; and 
although he was aware that, should they be lucky enough to 
strike the market at the right moment, it would be all well— 
in fact, they would probably make a hundred per cent on the 
affair. Then again, if they could not do this, or perhaps were 
unable to sell at all, they would be literally done for—they 
could not meet their bills, and then Frank Perryman would 
learn all. In fact, it would take the whole of Hobart’s share in 
the business, and nearly the whole of Frank’s, to pay up; ruin 
would come, in spite of all the scheming of Fixer and Ho-
bart. Day by day did this probability become more impressed 
on Fixer’s mind, until it was quite a trouble to him. The sur-
vey of the property was at once commenced, and large sums 
were spent in advertising, to try and work up the speculative 
spirit of the public before the sale came. Fair terms were to 
be allowed in the matter of the purchase money, and all was 
done by Fixer to successfully carry out Hobart’s pet scheme; 
but how will it succeed? Ah, how many in New Zealand have 
asked the same question; how many built castles in the air 
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on land speculations, some of which have fallen about their 
ears? Others, too, have not only built imaginary castles, but 
great and lofty ones which nothing will pull down, for they 
are a reality. Yes, many castles in New Zealand have been built 
out of such land speculations, which were entered into wholly 
and solely on bills. How will this one terminate? So far, the in-
nocent have suffered, and the guilty been triumphant; but we 
shall in the future see.
CHAPTER XXI
We left Grant and his mates, George and Jim, on the new 
rush at Potter’s Hill, Inglewood.* Day after day did poor old 
Matthew work on, ever in the hope of something turning up, 
but so far nothing had happened. The claims which they first 
took up were worked out, and after an equal division of prof-
its Matthew found himself again the possessor of £70. Now, 
about this time an old mate of Matthew’s two friends hap-
pened to come to Inglewood, and for some days he had been 
living with them. Between him and Matthew there seemed to 
be no great friendship; but for all that, he had little by little 
learnt that Matthew sought his daughter. Being desirous of 
again joining his old partners, he found Grant was in the way, 
and cudgelled his brains as to how he could remove him. To 
suggest to George or Jim anything unfair or unmanly he knew 
would be useless, and for the time he could not tell what to 
do. Christmas had passed, and the New Year had come, and 
still no change. Sometimes Matthew would talk of wander-
ing around further to look for Clara, but so far he had not 
done so; in fact, he had now become so attached to Jim and 
George, he knew not how to leave them without some clue to 
start upon. Of course, any sign of finding Clara would have 
made him leave his mates, but none came until one day the 
new arrival said in an absent way to George, whom he was 
talking to, but in Matthew’s hearing, “Now I remember, I saw 
an advertisement in the Bendigo Advertiser* before I came up 
here for one Grant. I think it was the Bendigo Advertiser, but 
I am not certain.”
“You should tell Matthew,” said George, “he is anxious to 
hear news.”
Matthew, however, did not want any further telling, but 
rushing into the tent, exclaimed, “Are you sure you saw such 
an advertisement?”
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“Most decidedly; but I am not certain which paper it was 
in.”
“Then,” said Matthew, “I’m off; in fact, I think it’s time I had 
another start, so I shall away today.”
“Nay,” said George, “stay till tomorrow’s coach, or maybe 
you will meet another Ted Scrag on the way.”
“Perhaps it will be better so,” and it was accordingly set-
tled that Grant should start by the next day’s coach and go to 
Bendigo, and try and find from the files of papers there the 
much-coveted advertisement.
“I suppose,” observed the man who had supplied his infor-
mation, “you will not return.”
“Well,” said Matthew, “if I find any news, most certainly 
not; but if I am disappointed in what I go to look for, I think I 
shall try further.”
“Well, if you think you will not return, I will buy from you 
your share in the plant.”
“Very good,” answered Matthew; and this being settled, all 
was ready for the morning.
Early on the next day saw Matthew on the coach, and off 
once more in search of Clara. At Bendigo he at once made ap-
plication at the Bendigo Advertiser office for the paper which 
was supposed to contain the advertisement; but no such pa-
per could be found, and once more the old man turned away 
sick at heart. His next trip was to Ballarat,* which, at this time, 
was not the best or most civilised place one could visit; but 
Matthew never seemed to think of anything except the fact 
that he was searching for his daughter, and all else he seemed 
to forget. First he would get into conversation with somebody; 
and so anxious was he to succeed, that he would enter into 
particulars to anyone concerning Clara. He would describe 
her appearance, and even the dress she wore when last he 
saw her; for in the excitement he forgot how long a time had 
elapsed. So ready was he to give his confidence, that at last 
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people about there took advantage of the poor old fellow, and 
often made him the butt of their sport.
Now one day a stranger to him came to the house where the 
old man had been staying; he was a noted character for devil-
ment of all kinds, and little he cared who gave him amuse-
ment so long as he got it. The second day after the arrival of 
Bill the Philosopher, as he was called, decided to have a lark, 
as he termed it, with Matthew; and he said to the proprietor 
of the hotel:—
“Look here, Heggett, you tell the old fellow to ask me for 
his daughter, and you see we’ll have a lark.”
“All right,” answered Heggett; and after dinner he informed 
Grant that as Bill the Philosopher had once been a detective, 
he would do well to take his advice respecting his lost daugh-
ter; and poor Matthew, ever ready to try anything, agreed to 
do so.
Now there lived, not far from this house in Bridge street, 
Ballarat, one John Hubbard, who had rather a handsome 
woman for a wife; and whether he had cause to doubt her 
honesty or no I cannot here attempt to say, but so jealous was 
he that he never left the house without locking the front door 
and taking the key with him, so that should anybody visit the 
place his wife must either send or go round and see what the 
person wanted. Even when the milkman came, if the jug had 
not been put out ready, Hubbard would rave, and declare she 
wanted to see him for some purpose of her own; in fact, if 
anyone went near the house he would declare they had only 
come to see and speak with her. His jealousy at times nearly 
drove him to madness; and after office hours, for he was a so-
licitor’s clerk, he was always at home to watch and look after 
his beautiful wife.
Now when Matthew went to Philosopher Bill, he said: “Sir, 
I hear you have once been a member of the police force, and I 
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should therefore like to ask your advice, if you would be kind 
enough to give it to me.”
“Oh, by all means,” answered Bill; “but before you ask me 
about law, for I suppose you would ask about it, take my ad-
vice and have nothing to do with it—it is a bad line. Besides, 
if you do go to law, you may perhaps be a little better off—but 
there, what will it help you hereafter? From ashes we came, to 
ashes we shall return; that’s my philosophy.”
“I know,” said Matthew, “that the law is a bad thing to have 
to do with, and I thank you for the advice; but it is not a ques-
tion of law. I wish to ask you about my daughter.”
“Your daughter, ah yes, a very different thing; women and 
philosophy don’t mix at all, they are very troublesome some-
times, I assure you.”
“Well, I wish to ask you if you can advise me how to look 
for her. I have been searching now for ever so long, and can’t 
hear anything of her whereabouts,” and Matthew narrated to 
Bill how he had lost his daughter, of course simply telling him 
what was necessary, and no more.
“What is your daughter like?” asked Bill. “Just give me her 
description right through.”
Matthew complied with the request; and when he had con-
cluded, Bill remarked, “I can just tell you where your daughter 
is, I think. She is married to a man named Hubbard, or some 
name like that.”
“Hobart,” said Matthew, for now he felt certain he had 
found Clara.
“Well,” said Bill, “I won’t be certain about the name, but it is 
something like that. He’s a lawyer’s clerk, I believe.”
“Ah,” cried Matthew, “ ’Tis her, I am certain.”
“Very like,” said Bill; “but keep yourself cool, for the man 
she is married to will not let you see her if you are not cau-
tious.”
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“In spite of that,” replied Matthew, “tell me quickly that I 
may go, for now I am sure it is my daughter.”
“Be patient a little,” said Bill. “You must use discretion.”
“I will do anything; but only tell me quickly, for suspense is 
worse now than ever.”
“Well, come this way and I’ll point out to you the place,” 
and with this the two left the house and proceeded some dis-
tance down Bridge street.
“Now,” said Bill, “you see you house there. Go to the front 
door, and say you wish to see—what is her name?”
“Clara,” said Grant, breathless with expectation.
“Yes; will you go and say you wish to see Clara, and tell him 
you will and must see her; but don’t let him know you are her 
father, or he may try and prevent you.”
“Oh, thanks,” replied Grant, “thanks. May heaven reward 
you if I do not; but wait until I have seen her, and then I’ll see 
you again.”
“All in good time,” was Bill’s response. “I am a philosopher, 
so if I do not see you again I shall be just as well off.”
“But you shall,” said Matthew, shaking him by the hand, 
“and you will find that I am not ungrateful for your kindness,” 
and the old man hurried off.
When he arrived and knocked at the door of Mr Hubbard 
he was quite out of breath.
“Ah,” said Hubbard, “now I’d like to know who knocks. 
Somebody wanting you, of course.”
“I don’t know who it is,” said his wife, “how should I. I was 
not aware anyone was coming. My life’s a misery.”
“No doubt it is, Sarah, no doubt. Then you should not en-
courage fellows here; nobody wants to see me, I’ll be bound, 
for I always tell them to call at the office.”
Again Grant knocks.
“You had better see who is there, or perhaps as you are hav-
ing your dinner I had better go myself.”
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“No doubt you would, but you shan’t. You’re always decked 
up on purpose to receive and show yourself off. Why can’t 
you be like other women, and dress all day in the clothes you 
work in?”
“Well, Charles,* I am sure anyone else would like their wife 
to look nice, but you never do. I am sick of this; I wish I were 
dead—”
“Or single, ha! ha! So that you could have all the country 
after you, no doubt; but you see you are not.”
Another knock came at the door, and this time louder, for 
Grant could hear voices, and concluded that Clara and Ho-
bart were together, and had determined not to see him.
“Charles, if you are not going to answer the door, why not 
let me go, and not keep people there all day.”
“Let them knock; you know no doubt who’s there, and you 
want to tell them I am in; but you shan’t. Let them go away. No 
one wants to see me, for they can always do that at my place 
of business. They won’t wait unless it is you they want to see; 
and then you no doubt think I’m out; but this time I am not, 
as you shall see.”
Again rat-tat-tat comes at the door, for now Grant feels 
more certain than ever that the objects of his search are with-
in, and has made up his mind that he will enter the house.
“Ah, you see how determined your lover is. Very nice game 
this for a married woman; you ought to be ashamed of your-
self, you hussy.”
“Oh, John, I do not know who is there; I assure you I don’t; 
but go and see, and I’ll never dress again until you come home 
for the day, if that will please you. Oh,” she cried, “I am tired 
and sick at heart,” and she burst out in tears.
“Ah, you cry now because you know you are caught, do 
you; like all of your sort when you are found out, you pretend 
to be penitent, and weep; but I know the world too well to be 
deluded by you.”
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Another knock, this time louder than ever.
“Do you hear that? Now, what do you think of yourself? 
Disgracing a respectable home like this,” but Sarah only 
sobbed on, and made no answer.
“Now you become hardened, and will not answer; but I’ll 
see who it is that knocks, although I know it is somebody for 
you, and no one else.”
Mr Hubbard rose and went to the door, and as soon as he 
had opened it he was face to face with Grant, who cried out—
“Let me see Clara for one minute; do let me see her!”
“D—n your impudence,” returned Hubbard, slamming the 
door in Grant’s face, and again locking it.
“Now, I suppose you will say no one ever comes after you, 
when the man actually asks to see Sarah. Oh, you shamefaced 
hussy! You tired of your life! I think it should be me to say 
this, and not you. I’ll sell up and go, and then you can do as 
you like, but stand this I never will. What an awful thing it is 
to be married to one I can never trust. Fancy a man coming 
in the middle of the day and asking a husband to let him see 
Sarah. You ought to be ashamed to ever show your face again.”
“John,” said she, “it is some mistake, I know it is. Do ask the 
man again, for I know it is not me he wants.”
“Ask the man again! oh, Lord! oh, Lord! After the fellow has 
just been enquiring for you, and calling you by your Christian 
name. Ask the man to explain, indeed? I’ll kill him, the scoun-
drel, and you too. Oh, that I should ever have lived so long.”
Rat-tat-tat!
“Now, will you tell me if anyone that had not been here 
before would be so persistent? After seeing me, he won’t go 
away, but stops tapping at the door, because he is aware that I 
am at home.”
“John, does not your own sense tell you there must be some 
mistake?” sobbed Sarah. “Would anyone, when they had seen 
The Two Lawyers190
that you were at home, still stop there and knock. Why not 
hear what he has to say?”
“Oh yes, and still further humiliate myself. I’ll do some-
thing desperate; but no, I’ll give this man who dares come and 
ask me for Sarah what he deserves.”
John Hubbard rushed from the house, and before old Mat-
thew knew what was coming, he was seized by the collar and 
thrown to the ground. Sarah rushed to the door, and, taking 
hold of her husband, tried in vain to persuade him to come 
back into the house; but he only answered, “So you would 
come and see him. Well, there he is, but me you shall see no 
more.”
Old Matthew has now risen, and seeing before him the 
woman who he presumes is the person he has shown so much 
persistence to see, he explains to her the cause of his visit, and 
after making somewhat of an apology, he makes off at once, 
but not before a considerable crowd has gathered. Many im-
pertinent questions are asked, and Grant is jeered at the fact 
of his having roused the wrong people. The poor old fellow, 
however, heeds them not, but pushing through the mob, gets 
away as quickly as possible.
Bill the Philosopher has been the whole time having a 
hearty laugh at the expense of Matthew, who, more disheart-
ened than ever, goes home to fret and ponder. For hours he 
sits in deepest thought. Where to go next he knows not, and 
now that he feels his persistence at Hubbard’s has done harm, 
and has only made him the object of jest and fun to a lot of 
diggers.
“Why,” he asks, “am I to be for ever the butt of mankind? 
When people do not try to injure me they make me the object 
of their mirth, and for no wrong on my part. Oh God! Grant 
me some mercy, for how often have I prayed and asked in 
vain for that relief which never comes. I will leave the place, 
for I feel my presence here is but to create mirth for men who 
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know not what it is to suffer. What have I ever done that I 
should endure all this misery? I have always had faith, but no 
indication of any reward.”
Such is life; but in how many cases do we suffer wrongs 
where we know we have done nothing to deserve them, and 
oft-times we almost despair of ever succeeding when we are 
nearest the attainment of our desires. How strange and won-
derful are we brought to see the divine providence, and at the 
time when we least expect it; in fact, too often when we least 
deserve it.
Now the reporter for the Ballarat Star* was not idle on the 
occasion of the lark, as Mr Philosopher Bill termed it, and 
that evening there appeared a local* setting forth how the 
jealous husband and zealous father had had an interview, and 
the game of cross purposes they had played at. Of course no 
names had appeared; but Mr Hubbard was delighted to find 
that he had this time judged his wife wrongfully; but poor 
old Matthew, instead of looking at the matter in the light he 
should have done, felt grateful for the fact being known that a 
father sought his daughter. He only remembered the fact that 
both he and Hubbard, towards whom he felt no resentment, 
had both made asses of themselves, and all for the want of a 
little explanation, or rather in consequence of his own stupid-
ity, in not making known his wants, instead of simply asking 
for Clara. Often out of such an error comes good to some; but 
we must not be premature in our conjectures.
Matthew decided, after the local, to leave Ballarat at once; 
but before doing so he called—this time at the office—and 
saw Hubbard.
“I come,” said Matthew, “to apologise for my absurd con-
duct at your house yesterday. I can now see I was but the ob-
ject of a jest, for I was sent to your place; and, I feel sure, only 
for the fun of seeing me make myself look as stupid as I did.”
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“I regret that such a misunderstanding should have oc-
curred,” said Hubbard, for he felt ashamed of the construction 
he had put on Grant’s visit, and knew not how to excuse him-
self. “I trust you may soon recover your daughter.”
“Alas!” said Matthew, “I fear I am never to do that. I have 
now wandered so long without any tidings, and I begin to lose 
all heart. There seems no justice to the suffering in this world.”
“I do not know that,” answered Hubbard; “you may, in fact 
probably will, find your daughter when you least expect.”
“Yes, so all say; and, should I ever succeed, your words and 
everybody else’s will be verified. I will now be off, and I trust 
yourself and Mrs Hubbard will excuse the impetuosity of an 
anxious father, and excuse me for having been the cause of so 
much unpleasantness.”
“Most decidedly we will; in fact, we do not blame you, for 
I was equally in fault.”
“Good-bye, sir,” said Matthew; “if you should ever meet 
Clara Grant tell her how her father sought and prayed to find 
her, but in vain,” and the poor old fellow, from the length of 
search and number of failures, lost all heart, and burst into 
tears.
“Be of good cheer, Mr Grant; you know not how near you 
may be to obtaining your wish.”
“Thank you, sir, thank you for your kindly words; but I have 
heard them so often, they sound now like the oft-remembered 
thoughts of happier days,” and, with a shake of the hand from 
Hubbard, he walks away.
“Poor old fellow, I wonder he does not give up the search 
and settle down; and what an ass I made of myself too. Clara 
Grant, and I, in my fury, thought he asked for Sarah. This in-
deed should be a lesson to me.”
That same day saw Matthew again on the tramp, for his 
money had been growing gradually less, and he can no long-
er afford to ride. So he walks on for days, and the first place 
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he puts up at is Ararat, some distance from Ballarat. Then he 
proceeds on to Pleasant Creek, some miles further, and from 
there on to Beechworth. In all of these places he makes enquir-
ies, but to no purpose, for he hears no news of her he seeks. 
His money day by day dwindles away, until he sees that soon 
again he must work, as he cannot travel much longer before 
he will be absolutely penniless. Still, so long as he has a shil-
ling, he decides that he will keep on. He has now been on the 
road for over three weeks since leaving Ballarat, and now the 
last pound has been changed; but still he leaves Beechworth, 
and strikes out in another direction. It is just past midday, 
and the heat is intense; but he keeps steadily on his way. Hope 
has died within him, for he knows that at the next township 
he must abandon his search, and look for work. Presently he 
stops to rest and ruminate, for his thoughts are of the saddest.
“Was ever man more uncharitably used than I,” he says to 
himself. “I have looked and searched, and all to no purpose. 
What justice or mercy is there in this world? ’Tis but a hell, a 
place of preparation for a worse one, and I too may go there. 
And yet what have I done? I have wronged no man; I do not 
covet my neighbour’s wealth, or desire aught that is his. No, 
most assuredly I cannot go to a hell which is worse than this, 
for I have done none of those things which cause a man to be 
consigned to eternal fire. Ah, I am glad I am better than my 
fellows in this respect, for at least I may look for happiness 
hereafter.”
To Matthew Grant, as he thinks over these things, there 
seems to answer a voice and say:—“You are rebellious; you are 
not of sufficient faith; and, worse still, you are of opinion you 
are better than your fellows, when such is not the case. Why 
do you not continue your search, and feel as you should that at 
the proper time you will find her you seek, and acknowledge 
that you, of all men, know not when it is well you should be 
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successful. Think of this, and say not again you are fit for a 
better hereafter.”
As these thoughts came to Matthew he felt his littleness, 
and how unworthy he was, for had he not been all that the 
voice of his own conscience had accused him of. Yes, he knew 
but too well that he had rebelled, and deemed himself the best 
judge of when he should find her he sought; but not for one 
instant did he consider how many are treated as he for an all-
wise purpose. He felt the pangs of repentance, and as he sat 
he cried aloud, “Oh, Lord, forgive me, I am sinful; I know and 
feel how unworthy I am of your least gift. Why should I pre-
sume to act or think aught in a rebellious spirit, and yet how 
recently have I done so. But I thank Thee that Thou hast in 
this shown me my littleness. How unworthy am I of thy small-
est mercy, and yet I have expected so much. Now will I try, 
and for the future I will say, ‘Thy will be done’ and let what 
may be thy pleasure, no more will I complain. But how I long 
to find her, my child, my own darling lost—aye, stolen—one,” 
and the heartbroken father burst into a passionate flood of 
tears. “Thou shalt have none other gods but me!” rings in the 
wanderer’s ears, and again he sobs, for this is another stab. 
“Oh, God,” he cries, “I know not how to be in any way worthy 
Thy mercies. I feel I am possessed of some great evil; cleanse 
me, I pray Thee, and make me clean. Grant that I may be wor-
thy of it hereafter; at present I know how unworthy I am, but 
at least from this time I will try. Clara, I must abandon you, 
both in my search and in my heart. I must try and show that I 
am worthy the mercy I crave. I know not if I shall ever attain 
happiness; but whether I do or no, I shall submit and be satis-
fied. Yes, now do I most solemnly declare before my God, for 
I feel and know He is now with me, that I will no more be of a 
rebellious spirit, but will be patient and await Thy will.”
No sooner has he come to this conclusion than he feels 
relief. He still sits on with his head buried in his hands, and 
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for the time he has forgotten all his troubles; in fact, he feels 
he has been for the time released of all care. He has had all 
trouble taken away, and now he is so happy in this feeling that 
he forgets that he is a wanderer, away from all friends in a 
strange place. This does not trouble him, and in deep thought 
he sits on, heedless of all save the resolve he has just made, 
and which he feels he will keep—aye, even to the renouncing 
his love for his daughter. He hears not the birds as they sing. 
He is almost happy to think that he has discovered his faults, 
and is trying to do better.
The birds warble their plaintive notes and look down on 
the bent form sitting beneath, but he hears them not. To him 
all is dead save the theme on which his thoughts run. Pres-
ently a man is to be seen approaching on horseback. He is 
whistling, and appears in a merry mood, but Matthew hears 
him not. The new comer looks as he rides along like a well-
to-do farmer, or something of the kind, and as he approaches 
and catches sight of Matthew sitting there, he is so content 
and happy his heart is touched for the man who is sitting in a 
recumbent position, looking the very picture of misery. Still 
he approaches nearer and nearer, but the figure does not rise, 
and presently he comes up to Grant. He reins up his horse and 
asks, “Are you not well, old man?”
This is the first intimation Grant receives that he is not 
alone, and, looking up, he answers, “Thanks, I am far better 
than perhaps I ever was before.”
“Matthew Grant!” exclaims the new comer, “is it you?” and 
before the answer can be given he is on his knees beside the 
wanderer, and, taking his hand in his own, says—
“Oh, Matthew, how much do I not owe? You remember 
me, surely. I know I should be ashamed to look you in the 
face; but I am not, for now I am prepared to show, though the 
last time we met I did not, that I can be grateful.”
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“What! Can it be John Whittler? Aye, and so it is,” says Mat-
thew; “and how well you look. I am indeed glad to see you.”
“Thank you, Matthew, for if you had abused me I should 
have deserved it; but I will atone for the past wrong now, if 
I can. Do I not owe all I have to you? Tell me what has hap-
pened since last we parted. Of course, I know from the papers 
how long you were detained in Melbourne. Stay, which way 
do you go? Come, if you will, home with me. I can walk, and 
you mount my horse, and as we travel I can listen while you 
tell me all.”
“I will go with you,” answered Grant, “for I have no desti-
nation; but do you ride and I will walk beside you, and we can 
exchange our adventures since last we met.”
“From where have you come?” said Whittler, “you look as 
though you had been travelling.”
“I have come just now from Beechworth, and am bound I 
know not whither. I have wandered in search of my daughter 
so long as I had money, but now that I have spent all I must 
again work for more.”
“Matthew, I am sorry to hear you say you have no money, 
and yet I am glad, for it gives me the chance to do as I have oft-
times wished to do. You shall not want for money while I have 
any, and I have been fairly successful, thanks to you alone. But 
for your three sovereigns, and your reticence when I told the 
detective you were myself, I should still be in Van Dieman’s 
Land; for they would most assuredly have sent me back. Now, 
however, I am pleased to say I am doing well, as you shall see 
later on; but tell me of yourself, for I am anxious to know.”
Matthew here related how he had wandered round, first 
to one part and then another; how he had settled in Dunolly; 
how he had been robbed there; and lastly, of Inglewood, and 
so on until his arrival at Ballarat; and also of the actual reason 
why he left there.
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“Well, Matthew,” said Whittler, “you have seen consider-
able trouble—far more than I,—for ever since last I saw you, 
things have prospered with me. The day I left you I knew that, 
unless I made some daring move, I should again be in the 
hands of the law, so I decided a day or two would not make 
much difference to you. So I acted the rogue to you, and when 
I saw I was watched and followed, I laid him on to you; and 
as you know, through this stratagem I escaped. Well, immedi-
ately I left the detective, I made right across the Keilor Plains, 
never resting until I had reached the border of the Black For-
est. I knew where I was here, for I had no sooner entered than 
I was bailed up by three bushrangers; but the absurdity of the 
thing only made me laugh, at which they questioned me, and 
I told them I had but just made my escape, and how. Here-
upon they offered me the chance of joining them, but I de-
clined with thanks, for I thought I had done enough work for 
the Government, and told them that I had tried one side of 
the question, and as I did not find it work I intended to try 
the other. They did not attempt to persuade me, but asked 
many questions about the other side, which, after my satisfy-
ing them, they gave me a five pound note, and wishing me 
luck, left me, and I proceeded on my way. This was the morn-
ing after I saw you, for I must have walked fully fifty miles; but 
fear kept away fatigue, and so I did not feel the distance I had 
travelled. Shortly after meeting the knights of the road I came 
to the hotel, or shanty, in the Black Forest, where I put up 
for the night, and early the next day I was again on the road. 
This Black Forest must be a nice place, for I had not left the 
hotel more than two hours when I again was met by a band 
of bushrangers, who of course demanded my money or my 
life. I told them who I was, and how situated, but the leader 
seemed to doubt me, for he ordered I should be searched. 
‘Stay,’ said I, for I felt that to be doubted after confessing to 
being a gaol-bird seemed too much disgrace, ‘I will convince 
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you that what I say is true, and then if you don’t believe me 
you may shoot me, for all I have is the fiver given to me by 
the band I met yesterday, and part with it I will not.’ I had no 
sooner said this than I saw my folly, for in a few minutes they 
had divested me of my clothes, and I found myself tied to a 
tree. I do not suppose this would have happened if I had not 
been quite so cheeky; however, there I remained until late in 
the day, when I was let loose by a swagman who was on his 
way up to Castlemaine, and with him I continued the journey. 
He was not a bad sort of fellow, and he gave me all I required 
to eat and drink on the way, and when we arrived he lent me 
a pound. I soon got work, for things were in a good state. I 
stayed some two months, but as the escort passed through so 
often, I feared some day to be arrested, and so I came on here 
to Beechworth. For some time I did little enough, but after a 
bit I got an interest in a mine, on condition that I worked for 
my share. Three months we laboured as hard as only men in 
desperation know how to. My storekeeper and butcher at last 
told me I could not run up any more, so I decided to give up 
and work for wages. My mate persuaded me to keep on just 
for another week, but the storekeeper said I must pay up for 
any of my future wants, so I concluded to work in the claim 
no longer. My companions, however, told me they felt sure we 
should get a bit of gold if we kept on a little longer, and they 
offered to let me have what would do me for my actual wants. 
This of course decided me, and on we worked, and just one 
week after we struck gold. In less than a month we took out 
of the claim £700 a man. With my first money after so long, 
I decided to try and invest it with discretion, so I bought out 
the storekeeper whom we had been dealing with. I still held 
my interest in the claim, but I put on a man to work for me, 
and we did well. Ever since then I have continued to prosper, 
and as the whole of it properly speaking belongs to you, for I 
should not have left Melbourne at all but for your assistance, I 
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certainly consider I owe you so much, that now, Matthew, you 
shall have half the store; and I think that in this you may yet 
find more contentment than you have for some time.”
“John,” said Matthew, grasping him by the hand, “you dis-
play too much generosity, but I shall not take advantage of it. 
Your feelings lead you away; but if you have any employment 
in your store you can give me, I shall feel myself indebted to 
you for it.”
“You shall have a share, Matthew; my feeling of gratitude 
has always been the same to you, so I hope you will take it, 
and say no more. If not, let the matter for the present remain 
as it is. I have, besides what is in the store, some considerable 
property, for I have made good use of my liberty, and what I 
have earned I have taken care of.”
“I am glad to hear you say so, and also I am pleased to 
think that I did not impede your movements when I saw you 
in Melbourne. You have, I think, fully atoned for the offence 
for which you were first transported.”
“Atoned, Matthew! I don’t think any atonement necessary. 
I was only a boy when I was sentenced for life’s transportation 
for being found in the company of two men who had stolen a 
sheep. Not that I was innocent, for we were all of us hungry, 
and we stole to appease our appetites. Still, no evidence was 
brought against me further than that I was in bad company, 
or in the company of thieves, and I was therefore charged as 
being accessory before or after the act. The only thing that 
ever bothered me was that I never heard again of my poor old 
parents, and now I would write and send them money, only 
I am afraid. Now you are here, however, I may manage it, for 
you can write for me. If we get a reply, then the rest is easy. But 
now we are near the town, and I have to caution you that I am 
no longer John Whittler, Matthew, but John Tonkin, and by 
this name of course you will alone know me.”
“Certainly,” answered Matthew, “I will be careful.”
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The two men were now in sight of the whole of Beechworth, 
and in fact were in the outskirts of the town, and within half 
an hour they had reached Whittler’s store, which Matthew 
recognised from the name of Tonkin being over the door; and 
in a few minutes’ time they had both entered a large corru-
gated iron store at the south end of the town. A young man 
was standing behind the counter, who had all the appearance 
of being satisfied with the return of the proprietor.
Matthew asked John how long he had been away, and was 
told three weeks, Whittler adding, “I have been this time all 
the way to Melbourne to do business; but I did not like it, I 
can assure you, as I thought too much of the time I was there 
before, and as soon as possible I got away.”
“I asked you,” said Matthew, “because I have been in here 
once before to purchase some tobacco, and I knew you were 
not here at the time. Now that you say you have been absent 
three weeks, that makes it right, for it was but nine days ago.”
“Well, now you have found me, Matthew, make yourself at 
home; do just as you like, and as soon as you feel disposed you 
can learn what is necessary about the working of the store, 
and then between us we can manage. Tom, the man who is at 
present in the shop, has been doing it more as a favour than 
anything else, so he will go just when we please, and you can 
just please yourself when you start. Tomorrow I will see and 
look out some clothes for you I am sure will suit better than 
the miner’s dress you now wear. I have in stock all kinds of 
men’s clothing.”
“I thank you for your kindness, John, and tomorrow I shall 
be quite ready to be initiated into the work I am to perform, 
for I have no wish to be idle.”
“There is no occasion for you to be in a hurry; you need 
not do anything for a week, and you can spare time to take a 
good look round.”
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“Look round, indeed! I have had quite enough of that al-
ready, for many months. No, I shall feel more comfortable 
when I have something to occupy my thoughts, so I will, with 
your permission, start in the morning.”
“Very well, Matthew, let it be as you wish, and don’t speak 
as if you were working for me, but for yourself. I shall from 
this time consider you as my partner.”
The next day saw Matthew full of activity in the store. He 
was now dressed in a new tweed suit, and he looked a store-
keeper all out. During the day John Tonkin, as the customers 
came in, introduced Matthew to them as Mr Grant, from Mel-
bourne, his partner; and the poor old man, for the first time 
for many years, found himself apparently of great importance. 
Once again he began to feel more at rest. He also took the loss 
of Clara less to heart than formerly, and gradually his spirits 
rose, and he felt grateful for the good luck that had come to 
him, and he held that it was an answer to the prayer he had 
uttered on the road side.
“Should my daughter ever be restored to me,” he would say, 
“she will be all the more welcome, and if she is not I will not 
complain, for I am now in the way at least of earning an hon-
est living.”
Matthew, indeed, never looked upon the half-share be-
ing his, although John Tonkin often wanted to have a deed of 
partnership drawn up, but whenever it was suggested Grant 
said there was plenty of time, and lawyers were best left to 
themselves; and so for the time things went on. The man in 
the store, at the end of the week, returned to his former em-
ployment, and Matthew and John did all there was to be done 
in and connected with the store. The bulk of the hard work 
the latter took upon himself, while Matthew, who was the bet-
ter adapted for the books, did that and the correspondence, 
and so everything progressed to the entire satisfaction of both 
parties. In the evening they would sit together, when alone, 
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and talk of the place they had both left, and often recur to 
scenes of the past.
“Do you know, Matthew, when I left Melbourne,” said 
John, two weeks later, as they were sitting together after the 
store was closed, “I scarcely knew for the first hour or two 
how to keep on my way. I felt how mean you must think me 
for having served you as I did, but as I continued to weigh the 
matter I concluded that the wrong I had done you could be 
repaired if I went on and worked. I always thought that, if ever 
I met you, I would give you half at least of what I had, for to 
you I should owe all.”
“I never blamed you,” answered Grant, “for you were wise 
to do as you did. After the years I had endured on the oth-
er side, what matter did another week or two make. When I 
heard what you had done, I knew the reason, and felt glad you 
were wise enough; but not for a moment did I bear you any 
ill-will.”
“You are more generous to me, Matthew, than I ever de-
served; for who, of the many that we meet nowadays would, in 
the same circumstances, have thought of me but with feelings 
and desires for revenge. You have shown me what charity and 
forgiveness are, and I trust I may prove to you that, in some 
small measure, I am worthy.”
“You have shown that to a great extent already, John; so you 
need not consider yourself my debtor, for you have far more 
than returned what little I did for you.”
Now, so wrapt up in the conducting of the business did 
Matthew become that, although he often thought of Clara, 
by degrees he became more resigned, and when the feeling 
of desolation did arise strong within him, he would repeat to 
himself what had occurred to him when lonely and friendless 
on the wayside—“Thou shalt have none other gods but Me” 
and muttering a thanksgiving he would dismiss the thought, 
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and day by day he became more lively and happy than for 
many years before.
Some four months had elapsed, and so essential had Grant 
become to John that the bare thought of his going away was by 
no means pleasing to him. The business, too, had improved, 
for Matthew was much liked among the miners, and many 
had been heard to say that Tonkin had done a good thing for 
himself when old Matthew joined him; for all called him old 
though in age and appearance he did not appear to justify 
their remarks.
They are again seated in their back sitting room, as they are 
wont to term it, although it is their only one, and John, taking 
a parcel of papers just arrived from Ballarat, says, “Here Mat-
thew, you are a better reader than I am; look over these and 
read out some of the news.”
Matthew at once takes up the papers offered, saying as he 
does so, “You are a most liberal subscriber to the news-ven-
dors, John.”
“Yes,” replied he, “there was a time you know when we were 
debarred this privilege, and now that I have the opportunity I 
like to enjoy myself in this little harmless way.”
For an hour or more Matthew seeks the reading that he 
knows is most congenial to his partner’s taste. At last, having 
apparently exhausted all the news, he looks carelessly down 
column after column, and all at once he starts, turns red, and 
then as pale as possible, and drops the paper on the floor. 
John, who is sitting opposite him watching and listening, ex-
claims, “What ails you, Matthew, are you ill? Speak, you look 
like death.”
But Matthew seems unable to reply, but pointing to the pa-
per on the floor, and John snatches it up, and does so in fear, 
for he knows not what has alarmed Matthew. After some little 
time his eye alights on the following:—
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If this should meet the eye of Matthew Grant, formerly 
of Crayford, Kent, and since of Van Dieman’s Land, and 
later on of Ballarat, he is requested to communicate at 
once to John Hubbard. News of his daughter. Anyone 
knowing his whereabouts will be liberally rewarded on 
giving the required information to
JOHN HUBBARD, At the office of Mr. J. P. Stone Solici-
tor, Sturt Street, Ballarat.
“Why, Matthew, what in the world ails you? This is the very 
news you want, and now it has come you look frightened. 
Cheer up, man, for you may now be sure you will before long 
find her you seek.”
“I was so overcome that I knew not how to answer you, but 
now I feel better, and regret that it is night instead of day, that 
I could see to it at once.”
“Never be impatient. Good news will keep, Matthew, and 
if you wish, there is nothing to prevent your starting off to-
morrow morning; or you can write or telegraph and hear first 
what Mr. Hubbard has to say.”
“I am all impatience,” said Matthew. “I feel it must be news 
of her; and yet, after so many disappointments, I am not san-
guine as I was once.”
“News of her, Matthew; why, of course. The advertisement 
most distinctly states that there is news of your daughter. 
Look!” And then Matthew, who seemed not to have perfect-
ly understood, saw that he was indeed promised news of his 
daughter.
“Well, Matthew, I shall be sorry for you to be away from 
me for a single day; but still, if you would prefer going, go by 
all means—only come back as quickly as possible. As for your 
daughter, why, you know this is not the most civilised place in 
the world, but they say kind hearts make hell a paradise, and I 
for one, Matthew, can promise you a hearty welcome.”
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“I know that,” said Matthew; “but for the moment I had 
forgotten all in thinking how unworthy I had been of any such 
good fortune.”
“Unworthy, Matthew! I know of none more worthy than 
you. I never knew you to injure anyone, and why then can you 
say that you are not deserving of good fortune.”
“I have been at all times of a rebellious spirit. I left the place 
where this news comes from for no other reason than that I 
had been made the butt and jest of other men, when, if it had 
not been for that very jest they had played upon me, I should 
in all probability never have heard of her, as this John Hub-
bard is the man to whose house Philosopher Bill sent me. I 
saw not the hand of Providence at work for my welfare, and I 
complained.”
“Complained! I should like to know who would not under 
such circumstances. Providence, as you say, may be at the bot-
tom of it, but you could not know this, and I can’t see how a 
man can be expected to look quietly on and say, ‘I know this 
is all for my good,’ when before the good may have arrived 
you could easily have been dead and buried. Oh no, Matthew, 
that’s all very well, but for my part I think you have been a 
submissive martyr for years, and nobody could ever blame 
you if you did to some extent rebel. Still, far be it from me to 
try and dissuade you from what you deem to be right.”
“I am sorry,” said Matthew, “I was not of more faith, and 
also more submissive to the divine will.”
“Bunkum!* More submissive? How could you be? Do you 
in reality think we individually are so carefully watched by 
the divine Being? Not we; we are all thrown together, some to 
follow one course and some another; but that we are all alike 
answerable I cannot think. I will not argue this, however, for 
it is rather beyond me, but this I will say, if I do that which I 
believe to be right in my heart, I shall go as near the proper 
line as possible. It is not in my nature to show the submission 
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you have shown, in fact I could not do it; and am I to be pun-
ished for not behaving as I cannot? When you act as you do, it 
is because you have no desire to do otherwise”
“Your view is wrong, John, I assure you. If we are not natu-
rally submissive, we should certainly cultivate that virtue, and 
pray for it; and I am quite certain we shall not do so in vain.”
“You may be right,” said John, “but so far I never have. 
Who is answerable then for my wrongdoing, for I committed 
a crime without knowing I was sinning against the law.”
“Your parents in the first place, John, and your godparents 
in the next.”
“Then,” returned John, “they have certainly a loophole to 
get out of, for I was sent out when little more than a child, and 
since that they have never seen me. I suppose the only way 
for authorities over the other side to do would be to appoint 
deputy godfathers and mothers over the whole of us—one 
good motherly and fatherly old couple could do the lot. What 
a heap of sins they would have to answer for at the finish! They 
should certainly be paid well, and be allowed a lot of latitude 
for their own conduct, or I should say they would not accept 
the responsibility of such a family.”
“Speak not thus on so serious a subject, John, or I shall cer-
tainly think you know not what you say. I am not a fit person, 
I know, to explain to you, for I am all unworthy of being so 
enlightened; but still you must remember, if we have not par-
ents or others to guide us, we have some common sense; and 
further, if we know not, we can read, and so teach ourselves 
the difference between right and wrong.”
“Very good, when we can both read and understand; but 
how many cases are there where people can do neither, to say 
nothing of those who are capable of one and not the other. But 
I won’t pretend, Matthew, to argue, and if you believe you are 
right in acting as you do, continue, for in that you do accord-
ing to your conscience.”
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“But, John, if what you say is true, people could make 
themselves believe, but still not do right.”
“They will not make themselves so believe unless they have 
some authority to guide them, for it is not an easy matter by 
any means. As I have said, if they do and feel that they have 
done right, you may, I think, take it for granted they go pretty 
near the mark, for I hold that the conscience of man will soon 
let him know if he does wrong. But let us talk of something 
which we understand better, for this is a subject I regret I 
know too little of. What think you of the advertisement? Shall 
you go down to Ballarat, or simply write and wait?”
“Well, I know not. I am all impatience, but I shall not per-
haps forward matters by going immediately. What do you 
think?”
“I think you would do well to first of all communicate with 
Hubbard, and learn more from him first. But be not too hasty; 
let the matter rest till the morning.”
“I agree with your opinion,” said Matthew, “and will leave 
the question open till tomorrow, and then we can talk further 
and decide.”
The next morning John asked Matthew what he had de-
cided to do.
“I shall certainly send and await the reply,” was the an-
swer, “for my rushing down will not help matters until I know 
something more definite. I don’t expect to find her there, but 
my anxiety is hard to hold in check.”
“I have no doubt it is, but I too think waiting by far the 
best; for if you once know where she is, you will then be bet-
ter able to tell what to do, and with our present increase of 
business it at all times requires both of us to manage. When 
you learn how far you have to go, you will be the better able to 
make your arrangements.”
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“Then so it shall be,” said Matthew; and accordingly a let-
ter was at once despatched to John Hubbard, asking for full 
particulars.
Grant’s patience was to be more tried than ever. Day by day 
he almost expected to see Clara walk into the store, and day 
by day did he expect to receive a special messenger from Hub-
bard, but none came. He became more impatient; oft-times he 
felt the old rebellious feeling springing up as strongly as ever, 
although he strove to keep it down as much as possible.
“I think,” said he at last, “the time will never pass. I wish I 
had gone, or perhaps it is only another hoax. How do I know 
but what some of the Philosopher Bill’s sort want another lark 
at my expense?”
“You may, I think, rest satisfied, Matthew, that there is 
nothing of that kind. The paper which inserted such an ad-
vertisement would want to be assured beforehand that they 
were right in so doing.”
“I trust it may be so; for when once I am satisfied I shall feel 
more at rest. At present I know not how to contain myself.”
“And when you do learn more particulars you will be just 
as restless to see her as you are now to find out where she is.”
“No, I think not; but we shall soon see.”
Many weary days did Matthew wait, until the time seemed 
as though it would never pass. For hours would he walk up 
and down when not otherwise busy, and watch for any indica-
tions of a messenger; but his patience was to be tried further. 
At last he began to despair of hearing any more, and had near-
ly made up his mind to start down and see Hubbard himself, 
for he felt he could endure suspense no longer, and he deter-
mined to find out if it were really a hoax.
“Do as you will, Matthew. As to its being a hoax, I am quite 
sure it is not that, but I can feel for you under the circum-
stances, so will not advise you either way.”
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“I will but wait until tomorrow’s post,” said Matthew, “and 
then I will go down myself.”
So Grant tried his best to resign himself to this delay, but 
patience was now out of the question. As the time drew near 
he knew not how to contain himself, and long before the 
morning of the last night before the one on which he had de-
cided to start, tossed about restlessly in his bed, and cried out, 
“The morning will never dawn, and even now I fear I am the 
object of some mistake. Yet the advertisement seems to point 
to me,” and then Matthew rose from his bed to seek the paper 
which contained the precious news, and again read it. There 
sure enough he saw, “formerly of Crayford Kent, then of Van 
Dieman’s Land, and later of Ballarat.” No, there could be no 
mistake, it must be he. Then again the thought would come 
that she may have known his whereabouts the whole time, 
perhaps was near at hand, and was now sick—perhaps dy-
ing,— and this was the only reason why she intended letting 
him know. So he thought on until waiting became an inflic-
tion to him. At the first peep of day he arose, and tried to busy 
himself in the store, but do what he would his thoughts could 
not be diverted. Slowly the time wore on, and gradually the 
day passed off, for long before the time did he watch impa-
tiently for the coach to pass. As luck would have it, the coach 
on this occasion had been delayed by the loss of a bolt, or 
some such accident. Five o ’ clock  arrived, but no coach, and 
Matthew’s powers of endurance were further tested. He re-
turned to the store to await another day, for he knew it would 
be past post time.
After tea, of which he could not partake, for his anxiety 
had so increased, John said, “Well, Matthew, has the coach yet 
arrived?”
“Aye,” said Matthew, “the coach has; but I suppose, after my 
waiting until tomorrow, I shall be again disappointed.”
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“I shall,” said John, “just leave you for about half-an-hour, 
as I must go up town. I will return as quickly as possible after 
I have done my little business.”
Now John, after leaving Matthew, made at once for the Post 
Office, and as he was rather intimate with one of the clerks 
there, he concluded he would be able to see if a letter had 
come for Matthew. After some little delay, sure enough he was 
successful, and from the clerk he got for Matthew the much-
coveted letter. On the envelope he saw the name of the firm of 
“Stone, solicitor, Ballarat,” and with all haste he hurried back 
to Matthew, saying, as he gave him the letter, “I did not like 
to let you know my hopes, for fear of my being disappointed, 
and it should turn out there was no letter.”
To this Matthew made no reply, but with trembling fingers 
he tore open the envelope, and there sure enough was the joy-
ful news.
The letter proved to be from Hubbard, and ran as follows:—
MATTHEW GRANT, Beechworth.
Dear Sir,—I have much pleasure in being the medium 
of some news to you of your daughter, but as the letter 
which I enclose gives you a better idea of how the cir-
cumstances of the matter have come to light, it is need-
less for me to go into particulars, any further than that 
immediately on receipt of yours I wrote to Mr Perry-
man, of New Zealand, and enclosed him your letter to 
me. I await further news from him; but should you de-
sire to go over before his answer arrives, there can be no 
reason why you should not do so at once. I shall at once, 
on receipt of news from him, let you know.
     Trusting you are well, &c.,
Believe me to remain, Yours faithfully,
JOHN HUBBARD.
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“What do you think of that, Matthew?” said his partner, 
after Grant had seen and read this letter.
“I think Providence, John, has been most kind to me, for I 
get the return of that which I most covet when I least deserve 
it.”
“Just so; but what says this Mr Perryman?”
“Ah, I forgot, but we will see.”
The letter proved to be one sent by the Editor of the paper, 
asking for further information concerning the paragraph tell-
ing the story of the practical joke, asking whether the jealous 
father’s name was Matthew Grant, and if so would the person 
into whose hands the letter fell try and find out his wherea-
bouts and let the writer know at once. Of course the letter gave 
all necessary particulars that were required for the identifica-
tion of Matthew, and it was also a request that Grant should 
be informed that his daughter Clara was most anxious to find 
him. One thing was evident, and that was that the lucky dis-
covery was entirely due to Philosopher Bill’s practical joke.
“Well, Matthew, now I trust you will say that this Bill, who 
played you such a trick, is forgiven.”
“I never felt otherwise; but what a splendid lesson this is 
to prove that we should be satisfied with anything that comes 
to us.”
“Quite a matter of opinion, Matthew; for my part I think it 
is quite natural to growl, and, as you say, rebel.”
“I trust I may never again,” said Matthew, “for this is cer-
tainly a lesson for me.”
“I wonder who this Perryman is. Of course he is a solicitor, 
but what further you do not know. Perhaps he may be now 
married to your daughter.”
“We can but conjecture,” returned Matthew, “time will 
show. I only trust I may, on this occasion, display that submis-
sion I should.”
“You will, of course, write, for this will be your best course.”
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“I shall do so at once, and as soon as I receive an answer, if 
it is not convenient for her to come, I shall go; and this time, 
when I find my long lost Clara, I will try for the future to re-
main near her.”
“I trust then she may come, Matthew, for I shall much re-
gret your leaving me, even for ever so short a time.”
“Next to my daughter, John, I would be with you; but she is 
now the only one that I have living belonging to me, and I feel 
that I shall be most happy where she is.”
And so it was decided that, when the news came of Clara, if 
convenient, she would come to Victoria; if not, Matthew was 
to go and join her in New Zealand.
CHAPTER XXII
“Well, Fixer,” said Hobart, some time after all the necessary 
arrangements for the land sale had been made, “what sort of 
success do you think we shall have with reference to this land 
affair? Don’t you think we shall double?”
“I don’t like to discourage you, Hobart, for we are in to-
gether, and we both now sink or swim; but to tell you the 
truth, I am of opinion we shall before long be glad of a bright 
night and a fair wind.”
“I do not understand you,” answered Hobart, “explain your 
meaning, for I never was good at riddles.”
“I don’t think there is much of a riddle in that. Of course, 
you know as well as I that if the land does not sell, we cannot 
meet the bills, and then how can we remain. One of our boats, 
or perhaps I should say Perryman’s, will have to take us away, 
for we shall never be able to fight it out.”
“Oh, nonsense, Fixer, you always look on the worst side; 
and further, you know I promised you that you should be 
right in any case, and in this, Fixer, I shall keep my word.”
“I don’t see how you can say this,” returned Fixer, “for you 
know I do not wish you to do anything of the kind you sug-
gested the evening of the party, for two reasons.”
Hobart at this changed colour very visibly, and replied, 
“Why do you ever refer to disagreeables when you know it is 
not necessary? Besides, I cannot imagine what your reasons 
are for speaking as you do, nor am I very anxious to find out.”
“You do, I see, feel a little curious, Hobart, and as I know 
the way your memory serves you, I will again repeat that I do 
not wish you to purchase our release from difficulties at the 
cost of a life’s misery to an innocent girl. We, collectively, are 
not worth half the sacrifice, and further, I do not wish you to 
jeopardise your own liberty in the least for me. There is no 
need for me to say more, as your memory will supply the rest.”
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During the time Fixer had been speaking, Hobart had sat 
like one who would spring upon him but for the fact that he 
knew he had his master and dared not. Whenever Fixer al-
luded in his cutting style to his partner’s defective memory, all 
the evil of his nature was roused, and after Fixer had finished 
speaking, Hobart looked like one in a dream. He could not 
trust himself to speak, and for some seconds all was still.
Presently Fixer rises, and taking from his case a cigar, says, 
as he is about to light it, “I think, Hobart, as you seem to be 
enjoying yourself better without than with me, I shall wish 
you good night.”
“I—I—beg pardon, Fixer. I was thinking. But come, let us 
have a glass, and for God’s sake have a little more considera-
tion for my feelings. We shall soon know now whether we are 
rich or otherwise, so let’s be friends till the end comes.”
“It is solely because I have consideration for you that I im-
pose these conditions and for nothing else. Others deserve it, 
but not you and I, but still, as you suggest, we will wait.”
“I know I am very anxious for the sale, but still I feel in this 
we must succeed, and then we shall be able to defy everybody.”
“We shall soon know now,” returned Fixer, “and, I fear, too 
soon; for the due date of the bills is but 21 days after. What 
with surveys and other delays the time has flown too quickly. 
What do you think can be done with Perryman if he finds the 
matter out? Can you satisfy him sufficiently for him to take a 
part of the risk?”
“I can do nothing with him. Ever since that infernal party 
he has been another man. His conduct has been strangely dif-
ferent. At times he looks at me as though he were going to 
upbraid me, and then he seems to check himself; but he then 
addresses me very coolly, and says as little to me as possible. 
Later on he seems to try and avoid me.”
“The devil he does; then something of which I know noth-
ing must have occurred. Think you Clara has said anything?”
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“No, I can trust her, I feel certain. Besides, her interests are 
ours.”
“Of course, if she has not gone over to the other side. I 
know what women are; you never can trust them.”
“Gone over? Were she to do that there would be some oth-
er signs; but on the contrary, lately she has seemed far more 
contented than ever.”
“Then, if she has been so, you may depend something is 
wrong, for women are invariably cunning when they think 
succour is near at hand. You should be careful and try in all 
ways to please her, and then in the event of any mishaps we 
may have her aid.”
“I do on all occasions try to be so, but whenever I am more 
attentive than usual, she checks my advances in the coolest 
possible manner.”
“I don’t like the look of things at all, Hobart. If by any 
chance that paper or a similar one has fallen into their hands 
we are undoubtedly undone. However, we are in together, and 
must watch and use caution, and if the worst comes we must 
do our best to meet it.”
 “Let us only get this sale over successfully, Fixer, and we 
are right.”
And so things stood with Messrs Fixer and Hobart. They 
had already begun to find themselves in troubled waters, but 
little did they dream how much the other people knew, or 
they would have been much more disturbed than they were.
And how had Frank and Clara fared in their endeavours to 
find out about Matthew? By the first mail after their letter had 
sufficient time to go to Hobart Town and back, came the reply 
telling of Matthew’s release; in fact a paper with the account 
of his discharge and Agnes Hobart’s confession had also been 
sent to Frank. The document further stated that letters were 
now awaiting him from Crayford, Kent, which were supposed 
to come from the Castle of Lurtonshaw, for they bore that seal.
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“What think you of this, Clara?” said Frank, “we are suc-
cessful beyond our highest expectations.”
“But how terrible, that my poor father should have so suf-
fered in spite of his innocence.”
“Worse,” said Frank, “if he were guilty. So you have that 
consolation; and besides, we shall soon find him now, of that 
you may, I think, rest assured.”
“We may not,” she argued. “Victoria is such a wild place 
from what we hear that I almost fear that we are further off 
success than you think, Mr Perryman.”
“Let us hope differently, at any rate,” said Frank; but hope 
as they may, week after week grew into months, and still no 
tidings, and again Clara began to grow sad. She loathed now 
the sight of Hobart more than ever, for she saw the double 
deception he had used with her; but still, for fear that if she 
went she would lose Frank’s help, detained her in Timaru, and 
she lingered on, always in hopes of news. Still it came not, and 
Frank used every endeavour he could think of, but though 
a lawyer, he laboured in vain. He had sent to Victoria, offer-
ing to reward anyone for the finding of him they sought, but 
nobody seemed to think the task worth the trouble; for seek-
ing for anyone in the digging days of Victoria was not unlike 
looking for a needle in a bottle of hay.*
Frank became quite a prey to newsvendors, for he took all 
the colonial papers they offered; but still the long-looked-for 
news seemed to be provokingly far off, and he began to tire of 
taking in so many journals.
One day a newsman, who had often before sold many a 
paper to him when others would not, called in the morning at 
Perryman’s house—for he combined the calling of milkman 
with the selling of papers,—and as Frank happened to be go-
ing out at the time, the man observed he would have a fresh 
supply of Victorian papers that day.
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“I will call, sir, and let you see a full account from the prin-
cipal claims in Ballarat.”
“Bother Ballarat,” Frank was nearly saying, for he had lost 
all patience. Each time he saw Clara she would give him such 
beseeching looks for news that he felt ashamed to say he had 
none, although it was no fault of his. Checking himself, how-
ever, he told the man he would consider the matter, and went 
off, hoping in reality that the man would forget all about him. 
Later in the day the man called and left at the house a number 
of papers, as Frank was not at home, for him to select what he 
wanted.
“Frank,” said Maud, when he returned, “I wonder you do 
not start a library, you could easily find it in papers. You must 
spend quite a little fortune in them, and such a queer thing for 
you to do, as you never looked at them before now. You seem 
to have imbibed quite a taste for that kind of literature. I have 
been reading them, and do you know, I was quite interested. 
The locals are so funny, and one amused me very much. It is 
copied from another paper, the Bal—something, and gives an 
account of a man who was apparently afraid someone would 
run off with his wife. It appears, one day, out of a lark, some 
mischievous individual sent to the jealous man’s house an old 
man who was looking for his daughter, to enquire—”
So far Frank had listened merely not to appear rude to his 
sister, but now he at once evinced a great interest, and said, 
“Well, Maud, what then?”
“Why the man, poor old fellow, went and did as directed, 
and asked for Clara. The husband, thinking it was the wife 
who was asked for, as her name was Sarah or Clara, set upon 
the old man and ill-treated him.”
“Show me this paper, Maud,” said Frank, quite excited, 
“quick, for I am anxious.”
“Why, Frank, what ails you? You seem more excited than I 
ever saw you. I trust nothing is wrong.”
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“No Maud,” answered Frank, trying to appear cool, “noth-
ing is wrong, but I have been asked by a client to look for 
news, and this seems to bear upon it.”
“I trust it may, Frank, as you are so interested in your cli-
ent; but wait and I will show you;” and Maud left him and 
ran into the house. She soon reappeared, bearing the paper 
he waited for so anxiously, and he took it from her as soon as 
she returned, and began to turn it over and over. Maud came 
to his assistance, and pointed out the much-looked-for local.
“  ’Tis he, sure enough,” muttered Frank to himself, and 
then he folded up the paper, and, taking up his hat, made at 
once for Hobart’s house, which, being right at the other end 
of the small town of Timaru, took him some time to reach. 
Maud, now more surprised than ever, ran in to tell Louie that 
her brother had certainly “lost a shingle, if not his whole roof.”
“Oh, Maud,” said Louie, “how can you speak so? You know 
it is only anxiety for his client that makes him so excited.”
“Of course, Louie, I knew I should get no sympathy from 
you if our whole family had lost their upper story;” and she 
pretended to be offended.
“Nay, Maud,” said Louie, “I meant no offence; you know I 
would as soon, aye sooner, something happened to me than to 
you or yours, believe me.”
This speech appeared to tickle Maud’s fancy, and with a 
laugh which made the house ring again, she rushed from the 
room and into the garden.
Luckily for Frank’s impatience, Hobart was not at home, so 
he saw Clara without any delay, and, showing her the paper, 
said, “I think it must be him without a doubt. Do you not 
think with me?”
“I can only hope,” she replied. “It seems probable; but are 
we not as far off as ever?”
“I think not. The man mentioned here, or the one that gave 
the report, will doubtless know the jealous man, and from him 
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I trust we may get some news of who the other was. However, 
I shall write at once, and ask the Editor as a special favour to 
place the matter in the hands of someone who will give it his 
attention. People are generally ready enough to work if they 
see a chance of reward, and we may be luckier than we think.”
“I trust we may; but what endless trouble and bother do I 
put you to. I shall, I fear, never be able to repay you; but if ever 
I can in any way, it will be the happiest moment of my life.”
“Talk not of that, Clara,” was Frank’s reply; and looking at 
her sweet sad face he was about to speak further, but checking 
himself, he merely said, “I will away now, and give this matter 
my earnest attention.”
Clara anxiously counted the days, and tried to wait patient-
ly, but it was hard to bear, for she had not seen, as she thought, 
much chance of finding her father, and her impatience knew 
no bounds.
“Father,” she would exclaim, how I will watch over you 
and consider your every want, if God spares me to find you 
again. No deception shall again take you from me. No mat-
ter what they say or do, for the future I will devote myself to 
making you happy. I feel it must be my father who has been 
seeking me, and has only met with ill-treatment. Now he may 
be sick—aye, even unto death,—and I am not there to com-
fort and nurse him. I must, I will, hurry to him for fear of his 
straying off again,” and so she worried herself. Time went on 
slowly but surely, and day by day she grew more anxious. The 
colour faded from her face as the time neared; so feeble did 
she become, that at last she was unable to rise. Medical aid 
was called in, but the doctor shook his head, for he could find 
nothing for his skill to work upon, and all were in the greatest 
state of worry over Clara. Frank, too, could no longer see her, 
and he was afraid to send notes to cheer her lest they should 
fall into Hobart’s hands. Day by day he became more worried, 
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for do what he would he could not lessen his love for Clara, 
and now to be shut off from her altogether was worse still.
At last, to mend matters, came Hubbard’s letter, but Clara 
was at that time so ill that Frank was not allowed to see her, 
and what to do he knew not. With all this trouble on his mind, 
he became unlike his usual self, and nobody knew the rea-
son— at least, none but Louie. She saw and observed things, 
and drew her own conclusions; and although she longed to aid 
Frank, she knew not how. She sometimes thought of telling 
Frank how much of Clara’s secret was hers, and then again she 
feared to do this, for where is the woman to blacken herself in 
the eyes of the man she loves, and for the sake of another; but 
still she often felt half inclined to do so. Frank, too, had begun 
to think of Louie with more tender thoughts, for of late he had 
fancied she more than liked him, and out of consideration he 
withheld himself from asking her to be the bearer of tidings to 
Clara; but he argued that the news would be of service to her, 
and she must be informed of it at all hazards.
One day as Louie, dressed for walking, came past where 
he was standing, Frank said to her, “Ah, Louie, you are going 
visiting, I see. May I ask where you are going?”
“Certainly, Frank, I am going to see Clara; they say she is 
worse today, and the doctors seem to be able to do nothing for 
her. Can I take any message for you, Frank?” and as she said 
this she looked him full in the face, their eyes met, and she 
murmured, “You may trust me, Frank; I know far more than I 
would had I had the choosing, but it can’t be helped.”
In that one look Frank saw too plainly that the honest, 
kind-hearted Louie loved him, and still she offered to be the 
bearer of love notes to her rival. What she said about know-
ing more than she wanted to know he never gave himself the 
trouble of guessing.
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“You will do me the greatest of favours, Louie,” said he, “if 
you will take this note. Give it to herself, and let no one see 
you if you can avoid it, for it is all important to her.”
“I will do so, Frank, never fear, if I have to wait there until 
tomorrow.”
“Noble, generous-hearted girl,” he muttered, but she was 
gone and heard not one word of what he said.
Louie hurried on to Hobart’s, and finding Clara alone, she 
said, “Here, Miss Hobart, Clara I mean, read this, it will do for 
you what the doctors cannot,” and, as she finished speaking 
she blushed violently, for she saw she had said too much.
“How do you know that, Louie?” asked Clara, noticing the 
change of colour in Miss Branscombe’s face, wondering for 
the minute if Frank had told her anything, but immediately 
the thought was gone.
“Read first,” Louie answered, “and then you will know, even 
if you despise me, for I could not help it, Clara, and I dislike 
deception too much not to tell you.”
Clara had by this time opened and read the letter and the 
enclosure, which consisted of an epistle from Hubbard and 
also the one from her father. The instant she saw the dear fa-
miliar writing she cried out, “He lives, thank God he lives; 
and I too can live now, for I feel I have something to make 
existence tolerable. Oh, Louie, you cannot imagine how much 
happiness you have brought me today,” and throwing her 
arms around Louie’s neck she rested there, and both mingled 
their tears.
After some little time Clara said, drying her eyes and turn-
ing to Louie, “But why do you weep? You surely have nothing 
to weep for.”
“I weep,” said Louie, “not because I suffer, but for joy. I feel 
sure you have found him you have been seeking, and I can 
imagine how happy you must feel.”
“How did you know this much, Louie? Did he tell you?”
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“No,” replied Louie, “I learnt it from your own lips, though 
unwittingly; but I could not prevent hearing it.”
Clara here opened her eyes in amazement, for she could 
not tell what Louie meant. A few words, however, sufficed to 
explain, and when Louie had told her companion how she had 
learnt her sad story, she added, “I could not help it, Clara, or I 
would not have listened. I had no desire to hear what I did, for 
the news pained me. Until Maud came to my assistance I was 
unable to move, in fact for part of the time I must have lost 
consciousness, for I knew not what occurred.”
“Poor Louie,” said Clara, “I am quite sure you never lis-
tened from any desire to hear, so let that satisfy you. And then, 
Louie, you know all, and still you come here today and treat 
me in the kindest manner possible.”
“Why should I do otherwise? You have only done wrong 
from the desire to benefit others. You have but sacrificed 
yourself for the sake of those dear to you. But retribution will 
surely come, Clara, and then the innocent will receive justice 
and the guilty will, let us hope, receive the punishment they 
merit.”
“Well,” said Clara, “it matters not to us so long as those who 
have been wronged obtain justice; if the guilty go unpunished, 
they can be left to the tender mercies of their consciences.”
For several hours did Louie and Clara talk. After the letter 
Clara became quite animated; the pain she had previously en-
dured seemed to have gone, and they told each other their lit-
tle plans for the future. As Maud had said, their tempers were 
indeed alike and they felt interest in the same things. So they 
sat on until Louie at last remembered that Frank in all prob-
ability awaited a reply, and she accordingly rose to depart,
“Shall I take any message for you, Clara?” she asked.
“These letters, I think, had better go back, for you know I 
may lose them, and I would not have them fall into the en-
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emy’s hands, as I wish the shock, when it does arrive, to be 
complete and sudden.”
Louie took the letters and hurried back. As she had expect-
ed, Frank had been patiently awaiting a reply.
“She is much better now, Frank,” she said, “the news you 
sent did wonders. She requested me to bring these to you for 
safe keeping.”
Frank would have questioned her further concerning her 
visit, but after giving back the letters she brushed past him, 
and before he had decided what to say, she was gone.
“How much and how little does Louie know?” he asked 
himself. “Why did she run away like that? I begin to see I have 
been unwise, as I have perhaps encouraged this sweet girl to 
love me, and never have I shown her any return. I am a brute, 
or I would consider others more and myself less; but for the 
future I will try and do better;” and so Frank resolved that he 
would endeavour to atone to Louie for his past indifference, 
give her more of his company, and so by degrees, in a broth-
erly way, break her off her attachment to him. Pious resolve, 
no doubt; but who is there in this world who can place him-
self continually in the company of one with as sweet a dis-
position as Louie, and not before long find the love she may 
have for him is far from being an objectionable passion, but 
on the contrary one that the best of us like to enjoy. But man 
ever was, and ever will be, vain of his strength. Of course, it 
would be wrong in its entirety to say Frank did not possess the 
strength of mind to do as he desired, but the issue of events 
will show how far he succeeded. He himself has not a fear—in 
fact, he firmly believes that his strength is quite equal to this, 
and more; but Frank Perryman, like many others, has much 
to learn. At present he thinks and believes that, to him, it 
would be impossible to love any other woman than Clara, but 
stronger minds than his have loved twice—aye, even more,—
and why should not he?
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CHAPTER XXIII
It is a bright spring morning; the scene is Lyttelton. A steamer* 
has just arrived, and amid the bustle and excitement of the 
few passengers who are landing, an aged gentleman and an 
invalid daughter are to be seen. The father pays his daughter 
every attention, but she appears to be not long for this world. 
She moves only with difficulty, and then with the aid of his 
strong arm.
“Father,” she says, “I feel too weak to walk far; have we any 
distance to go? What a miserable looking place* to come to.”
“The place, Mary, certainly has not an inviting appearance, 
but the climate of New Zealand, you know, is considered the 
best. Cheer up, my daughter, you will soon get strong again, 
and then you will return home and be your own self again.”
“I trust I may, father, if but to please you and verify your 
words; but I feel that only one thing will do me good, and that 
seems to be as far or farther off than ever.”
“You know not, Mary; we may be nearer what you desire 
than you even dream of. Be of good heart, and wait;” and so 
the pair move on slowly, while a porter attends to the luggage, 
and in time they arrive at Christchurch*—not the Christch-
urch of today, but of nearly twenty years ago.*
They are soon in comfortable quarters, and Mary Tor-
ridge—for it is she—and her father seek all the advantages of 
the climate of New Zealand. The medical men of Tasmania 
have long since looked and sought for the cause of her malady, 
but have been unable to discover it. Mental derangement, they 
say; but it must be admitted that this opinion is purely guess 
work. All else has been tried, and now, as a last resource, they 
recommend a change of scene and climate, and New Zealand 
has been the chosen spot. The Christchurch doctors have 
been consulted, but they, too, soon seem at fault. Her secret 
she has kept to herself, and when asked by those most near 
and dear to her the cause of the depression, she always an-
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swers, “When I find it out myself you shall know. I shall, I feel, 
sooner or later, but until then question me not further;” and 
so they leave her to herself, concluding that she is suffering 
from some hallucination that only time will cure. She herself 
speaks of it as something to come, and they, to humour her, 
appear as though they understood, and wait for the issue. She 
has grown worse and worse, and more especially so since she 
has been sought in marriage by an old admirer; and though 
he repeats his vows of love, and begs her to name the day, she 
has always put him off. The medical men at first advised that 
the marriage should take place, but she is fixed in her resolve, 
and will not agree. Everybody wonders, but none can fathom 
her reason, and it is in this state we find her on her arrival in 
Lyttelton. Some days she is better than others, but her best 
state is that of being very debilitated and low in spirits. She 
has no idea that Hobart, the destroyer of her happiness, is so 
near at hand; in fact, she has no notion whatever of his where-
abouts, and he knows not of hers. He often feels disposed to 
write and ask the question, but to whom can he send a letter, 
he has no friends—by all who are acquainted with him is he 
despised and disliked, and as for his relations, the last one was 
Agnes Hobart, who by her death did Matthew an act of justice 
which was to set him free.
Hobart, in his self-reliance, which is strong when Fixer is 
not too closely concerned, feels confident of going through 
all difficulties, for has he not been successful so far. It is the 
first time in his life indeed, but this makes him feel none the 
less confident, for with Hobart a little success only tends to 
make him more venturesome. He will, however, ere long be 
rudely awakened, unless, like many others before him, he is 
exceptionally fortunate. Fortune sometimes carries even idi-
ots through difficulties, and perhaps it will in this instance. 
Of late Hobart has been a more frequent visitor at the Parks. 
He and the old planter sit for hours of an evening, aye, often 
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into the morning, and together they talk of the past, and their 
plans for the future.
“Hobart,” said Parks, the very night before the land sale, af-
ter they had imbibed a considerable quantity of whisky, “why 
don’t you marry? No man would be likely to refuse you his 
daughter, for your success in life is now certain.”
“Well, I have lately thought very seriously on the matter, 
but business, you know, so fully occupies my time that I have 
no leisure for anything else, but I shall surprise you some day, 
believe me. Should I ever make up my mind, do you know 
what I should prefer doing?”
“Well, no, I cannot say I do.”
“Then I’ll tell you; I shall propose today, and marry tomor-
row. That’s my way; no protracted courtships.”
“Quite, right, Hobart, my boy, that’s me to the letter. I don’t 
believe in fooling round. In times like these a man should not 
waste time over such matters. Besides, you are wealthy now, 
you should expect—that is to say, if such things are managed 
in this country as they are in mine, £50,000* would be a fair 
marriage portion.”
“Well, about that,” answered Hobart, “if her people were of 
my sort I should not mind a thousand or two.”
“Quite so. Talking of these things, I may mention that I 
have decided to give my daughter on her wedding day, if she 
considers my wishes, £50,000.”
“Very liberal indeed of you, Parks;” and on Hobart’s face 
there was a self-satisfied look, and inwardly he mutters to 
himself, “Wants me to propose, eh? So I shall—if I can get 
Fixer away for a day or two. The land may not sell, but if it 
does, I have other ways. Fixer once away until the ceremony 
is over, and he cannot say a word for fear of ruining himself.”
“This great land sale of yours and Fixer’s is to take place to-
morrow, is it not? Long-headed fellow, Fixer, long-headed fel-
low; people here don’t know you own half that affair, Hobart. 
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Sly fellow you are to be sure,” and the New Orleans planter en-
joys a hearty chuckle, after having nudged Hobart in the ribs.
“I don’t want them to know,” replied Hobart; “no one but 
yourself is in that secret, and I don’t intend them to tell any-
body else.”
“Quite safe with me, my boy. I’m always dark; I know how 
to mind my own business, believe me.”
And so the well-matched pair talked on; for in their inmost 
hearts they were both intent on tricking each other. Hobart 
thought of marrying Miss Parks simply as a convenience, and 
Parks of catching Hobart because he deemed him to be far 
richer than he was in reality; and the wily father in return 
made himself appear worth untold gold, when the truth was 
that it would seriously bother him to give his daughter half or 
more than half the amount he had named.
The morning of the land sale has arrived, and Hobart does 
not feel altogether well, as it was in the small hours of the 
morning before he and Parks had finished their whisky drink-
ing, and in fact the latter part of the conversation had been 
rather too muddled for them to quite remember what had 
been said. Fixer was about at an early hour, the same cool in-
dividual as ever, but his hopes were not of the highest. He had 
fairly sounded the likely buyers, but none seemed as anxious 
for the land as he wished to see them. The hours of the morn-
ing to Hobart seemed very long and dreary, for he wanted 
to see the sale over so that he could, as he expected, boast of 
his gains. To Fixer the time seemed to fly, for he feared what 
was coming as much or more than the other wished for it. At 
last the hour did arrive, for time waits for no one, and there 
stood the auctioneer using all his persuasive powers. The first 
lot submitted sold fairly well, and Hobart’s hopes rose higher, 
but the next lot after many attempts, had to be withdrawn. 
Lot after lot was offered, but the prices were in no case up to 
anything like the reserve, and long before the conclusion both 
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Fixer and his partner Hobart were sick at heart. Yes, the firm 
of Fixer and Hobart had met their first reverse, and they felt it 
keenly. Hobart was apparently more affected than his partner, 
who had more control over his feelings and hid his chagrin 
more successfully than the other. The concourse of people at 
the sale was great, and many felt sorry for Fixer, as they ad-
mired his speculative spirit, but none knew how seriously it 
would affect him.
“Hobart,” said Fixer, when the sale, which had been a most 
complete failure, was over, “we are undone. I knew it all along, 
and now it has come we must look sharp around, for there 
remains little time for us here.”
“Never fear, Fixer, I yet have a trump card, which, if all else 
fail, will take us out of our difficulties.”
“What is it, then? You know now it is time for action, so we 
must be up and doing.”
“Leave it to me. We will try other means; but if those fail, I 
can promise you success with my scheme.”
“Then you wish me not to know what you intend to do, un-
less you are obliged to do it.”
“Precisely so.”
“Very good,” replied Fixer, “then we will, as you say, try all 
else, and should we fail I will hear what you propose.”
There the matter was allowed to rest, although Fixer, to say 
the truth, had not much faith in Hobart’s plan, but he felt dis-
posed to so far humour him by waiting. He knew the time 
must be short, and he had plans for himself, should Hobart 
not be able to prevent their downfall; and, to do him justice, 
he intended to inform his partner of these, but for the present 
he thought it best to wait.
So far do the unrighteous generally prosper; but although 
they may succeed for a time, a day of reckoning surely comes, 
and then such men are invariably found wanting. Time with 
them, as with all else, went on; scheme after scheme was 
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tried, but in each they signally failed. At last it was decided 
that some financing should be attempted by Fixer in Dun-
edin.* This proposal came from Hobart, but as Fixer saw some 
chance of success in it, he did not offer any opposition, and 
the day following was fixed for his departure.
It is, however, necessary for us to turn our attention to 
other characters in the story. Frank Perryman had started on 
his new resolution in connection with Louie, and, strange as 
it seemed to him, he found her company much more enjoy-
able than he had expected. Her good common sense began 
to make an impression, and often after a tête à tête he would 
wonder why he felt so much pleasure in her society. This dis-
covery especially was altogether novel to him, as he had al-
ways deemed the company of Clara so much more pleasant 
than any other woman’s. In his chats with Louie, which had 
become frequent, he treated her as one to be pitied, for she 
had all his sympathy, and she, in speaking to him, showed so 
much thought and consideration for others that he could not 
but admire her generous heart. In speaking of Clara, which 
they often did, her true kindly nature showed to such advan-
tage that he began to see how favourably she compared with 
other women.
“Poor Clara,” she said one evening, unthinkingly, “how she 
has suffered, and for no wrong of her own doing.”
“Clara has made you her confidant, Louie, I see, and your 
generous nature shows to double advantage in the kind way 
you sympathise with her, and try to alleviate her sufferings.”
“How could I do otherwise, Frank? Who could know any-
thing of her wrongs and prevent their heart’s sympathy going 
out to her? None, Frank—no, none—I feel sure.”
“It does you credit to say and feel so, as I can see you do. 
I always thought women rarely sympathised with each other, 
but I find there are exceptions, if it is not the rule.”
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“I don’t think it any exception,” she replied, “but some, you 
know, do not show it; but I, simpleton that I am, show but too 
plainly what I feel.”
“You do not show it too plainly, Louie, for it is so credit-
able to your heart that it would be impossible to display it 
too much, if only as an example to others. No, Louie, you are 
too good and too true-hearted for this wicked world,” and as 
Frank spoke so much did he feel what he said that he became 
quite animated. His eyes shone to Louie as she had never 
seen them before, and, rising hurriedly, he said, “Good night, 
Louie,” and before he realised thoroughly what he was doing, 
he had placed his arm upon her shoulder, and, stooping low, 
imprinted one kiss on her glowing lips, and then he was gone.
Poor Louie blushed crimson; she knew not what this 
meant, it was so new; and rising, too, she hurried to her room, 
and, throwing herself on her bed, burst into tears. But they 
were not tears of sorrow, but of joy. Frank of late had been so 
different, she knew not what to think, and now, to kiss her; 
and she weeps on, shedding tears of joy. She feels for the time 
happy—so happy; and in her happiness we will for the present 
leave her.
But what does Frank do? He too rushes off, but not to his 
room. He seeks the garden to get the cool air, for he feels ex-
cited. He is also ashamed of his last act, for what has he done? 
After seeking Louie for the purpose of healing her soreness 
of heart, he reopens the wounds, and, as he deems it, when 
he has no moral right. Why should he even dream or think 
of causing this girl to love or cherish an affection for him? 
Does he not care for another, and by what right does he now 
show a regard for the new love before the old is off. So he 
argues on with himself, and as he warms with the subject he 
becomes more excited and annoyed with his conduct. After a 
time more cool reflection comes, and then by degrees he looks 
at things from a different standpoint.
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“Is it possible,” he thinks, “for a man to be in love with two 
women at the same time? I feel that I still cherish an affec-
tion for Clara, yet I cannot endure the thought of losing Louie 
for ever,” and as this occurs to him, he walks about excitedly, 
wondering how it will all end.
At last Maud came running down to where he stands.
“What, Frank, have you turned star-gazer? Whatever keeps 
you out here so late? Really something must be wrong. Moth-
er, unlike herself, has not fallen asleep in her chair; and just 
now, when I tired of telling her stories, I ran up to Louie’s 
room, and I find the poor girl weeping as though her heart 
would break. What in the world have you been saying to her, 
Frank? If you are going to cause her pain, I shall not allow you 
to talk to her so much. I am not going to stand by and see my 
poor Louie suffer,” and for once Maud showed that she too 
was sensitive for the feelings of those she loved.
“Louie weeping!” exclaimed Frank. “I do not remember 
saying anything to cause her to weep,” but he thought of what 
he had done, and in his heart he felt for her, and his grief was 
genuine.
After a minute or two he observed, “I would do anything to 
make her happy, Maud, as I know you would. I would use my 
every endeavour to promote her happiness.”
“Then why do you cause her to love you, which you know 
you do, and all the time you care for another?”
How just this rebuke was Frank knew too well, and he 
made no answer, but he resolved to try still further in the fu-
ture to prove the truth of his words.
“Come, Maud,” said he, “let us go in. If I have done wrong I 
did it with no evil intent, but for the future you shall not have 
any cause to upbraid.”
“I feel and know, Frank, you would not intentionally do 
harm; but you must not be thoughtless, at least not where my 
Louie is concerned, for she is in my eyes far too precious to 
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be trifled with. I know,” she continued, “I am often frivolous 
myself, but not with her feelings, for she is of far too sensitive 
a nature to be treated like the majority of heartless mankind.”
“Maud, be not harsh. I have admitted so far my wrong and 
promised better conduct for the future. Accept my confession 
and repentance, for I am as anxious for Louie’s welfare as you 
can possibly be.”
“All right, Frank, I shall soon see, and if I am not satisfied 
I shall speak.”
“Maud, do you not surprise yourself sometimes?”
“How surprise myself? I do not understand you.”
“Well, you know, you are as a rule so remarkably high spir-
ited and jolly, in fact almost to an extreme, when suddenly 
you become so serious, you almost frighten one.”
“I am naturally jolly, I know, and I have all the more reason 
to show it, because I have, thank heaven and our poor dead 
feather, never known cause for sorrow. I am not quite so sen-
sitive in one respect as some even of the other sex, and that 
saves me many a heart-throb; still, I am pleased to say I am to 
some extent matter-of-fact when put on my mettle—if I may 
use the expression.”
“By Jove, Maud, you ought to have been born in America,* 
and then you could ascend the platform in defence of wom-
en’s rights.”
“You are only jesting with me; but the women’s rights plat-
form might possibly have a worse advocate.”
“So I verily believe, Maud. But it grows late, and I shall re-
tire to bed. Go and see Louie, and say I am most sorry if I did 
any wrong, and that I’ll not do the like again.”
“Very sensible that, I am sure, when, if I conjecture rightly, 
I shall only do harm instead of good; better leave things as 
they are. I shall go up to Louie’s room, but not to be so unwise 
as to let her think I know anything. Tomorrow, if it is neces-
sary, you can make an apology to her.”
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“Maud, you are a sage, I do believe. Good night, and God 
bless you,” and, kissing her forehead, he retired for the night.
Going to bed, however, was one thing, but sleeping anoth-
er. For hours he lay awake, while conflicting thoughts ran riot 
in his brain. First he would think of Clara, then of Louie, and, 
strange to say, the latter bore the comparison well. Then he re-
membered Maud’s words, and in his own mind he saw but too 
plainly they were true. But if his attentions to Louie had in-
creased her affections for him, how had he fared? He certainly 
did not seem as though he had come out scathless; but as yet 
he did not know his own feelings. He had so far loved Clara 
truly and disinterestedly. She had told him many times that 
she could not, or would not, marry him, and when first he 
heard this he had taken it much to heart; but of late, when he 
reviewed the past, he was conscious of the fact that the mat-
ter did not trouble him quite so much as before. He did not, 
however, as yet realise all this, but still he knew that Louie was 
always in his thoughts. No one had tried to take her away, and 
in this, as in many such cases, the value of the treasure was, to 
a great extent, overlooked, from the fact that he was aware he 
had only to ask and he would be accepted.
Before leaving on the following morning, Frank waited 
and saw Louie, and in a muddling way tried to apologise for 
anything he had said or done the previous night, but he found 
it very difficult this time to speak today as he had done in 
the past. Before he commenced he had volumes to say, but 
no sooner had no started, and gave one look into her loving 
trusting eyes, than he blushed and stammered, and could not 
say one half he wished to, while Louie looked and wondered at 
the change in him, the cause of which she could by no means 
conjecture. Frank started off to his office, but for the life of 
him he could not get rid of the idea that he had done some 
wrong, and his honest heart felt the self-rebuke he thought 
he deserved. Every hour of that day he tried to imagine some 
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way of affording her pleasure, to make amends for the past, 
and long before his usual hour for leaving the office the desire 
was strong within him to go home, and again try to remove 
the weight that seemed to be upon him. He did not dream that 
he had learnt to love again, and that the object of his new love 
was Louie. Such a thing never occurred to him, and yet he felt 
an ardent desire to be off and set matters right.
But Louie was the reverse of unhappy; and Maud observed, 
long before the morning had passed away, “Why, Louie, you 
should cry often if it usually has so beneficial an effect on your 
spirits. You are twice the girl to day you were yesterday. I think 
we had better take a run, or drive up this afternoon and visit 
Clara, and let her see that sometimes you are lively at least.”
After lunch the two accordingly started off to Hobart’s; and 
so when Frank went home early, full of high hopes and good 
intentions, he was sorely disappointed to find both Louie and 
his sister away. The latter he could have spared; but he felt, he 
knew not why, that it was essential he should see Louie, but to 
do so he must wait.
CHAPTER XXIV
The following day brought to Clara and Frank the joyful tid-
ings that her father was then on his way, and would land at 
Lyttelton on the following Tuesday. Frank no sooner received 
this letter than he at once took Louie further into his confi-
dence, and despatched her on the first opportunity to Clara, 
who received the news with great glee.
“Oh, Louie,” she said, “how can I ever repay you for your 
kindness; oh, how true it is that all one’s joy comes together. 
I know not how to contain myself. My dear father coming to 
me once more. How I long to ask and obtain his forgiveness, 
for I feel he will not withhold it from me,” and so she ran on, 
and Louie, to let her more thoroughly enjoy her happiness, as 
soon as possible returned home.
Yes, Matthew Grant was on his way, for, after receiving 
Frank’s letter, which told him his daughter would sooner that 
he should come to her, he at once signified to Tonkin that he 
should do as she wished and join her. “If, after I see her,” he 
said, “she is willing to return here, I shall do so, but for fear 
she does not desire this, I must leave you, John, as though I 
am not to return.”
 “Then, Matthew, if you think there is a probability of your 
not returning, the best way will be for me to buy your share 
of the business; and, as I estimate the whole now to be worth 
£1400. I shall, if you are agreeable, give you the half of that— 
namely, £700.”
“No, John,” answered Matthew, “I shall not so far trespass 
on your generosity, but I will ask simply a fair wage for the six 
months that I have been with you.”
This John would not listen to, as he declared Matthew had 
been a partner since he had been with him. “Besides,” he add-
ed, “would you not have lost if I had? For then I could not 
have paid you.”
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Argue as he would, however, Matthew would not hear of 
this, and ultimately he accepted £200, and John declared he 
considered that £500 was still owing to Grant, and that if he 
chose to return the share was still his; if not, the money should 
certainly be sent to him, wherever he was. John spoke hon-
estly when he made his generous offer to Matthew, for he felt 
grateful to him for being instrumental in saving him from 
eternal, or rather life-long, misery.
There were honest expressions of regret on both sides 
when the two friends parted; and so, with promises to write 
when he had arrived in New Zealand, Matthew set out upon 
the voyage for Lyttelton, full of joy at the prospect of seeing 
his long-lost daughter. He thought not now of the past years 
of misery he had endured; he felt no desire for revenge against 
those who had so seriously wronged him, of whom only one 
now lived. Even this he was not aware of, for he had no word 
from Clara concerning Hobart. Joyfully he went on his way, 
with but one thought, of spending some few of his last years 
happily, and also in conducing to the happiness of the only be-
ing now alive whom he loved; and so for the present we must 
leave him, and return to some of the other characters who are 
now beginning to realise what it is to sail in troubled waters.
* * * * *
“Well, Hobart,” said Fixer, some few nights after their last 
arrangement, “we are like the fox in the fable, we have tried 
nearly all our tricks but still we are far from getting over our 
difficulties. What do you think of your suggestion of my going 
to Dunedin to try a finance there, or do you prefer your own 
personal scheme, whatever it may be.”
The speakers are at Hobart’s house, and they have both 
been helping themselves pretty liberally from a whisky bottle 
which stands before them, for they now find a little fortifica-
tion essential.
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“Let’s try the Dunedin scheme, and, should that fail, I will 
use my best endeavours to carry out my own arrangements.”
“Very good, then; as there is a boat leaving here tomorrow, 
I will go by that, and should I find any chance of success I will 
advise you.”
“I see,” said Hobart, “that the Homeward Bound is still in 
the roadstead. I thought you told me she was ready for sea 
some days ago, but she doesn’t seem to have started yet.”
“No,” replied Fixer, reflectively, “I had some idea of putting 
her to another use, and hence the delay.”
“You will give orders for her putting to sea before you go, I 
suppose, to save expense.”
“No, I shall let her remain,” was the answer given, with 
such decision that Hobart said no more about the matter.
For some time they sat in silence, for each seemed to be 
busy with his own thoughts. At last Fixer said, “I hope Miss 
Clara is well. I have not seen her for some time now; she never 
appears when I call. I trust she has not taken a dislike to me.”
“You see her nearly as often as I do,” replied Hobart. “I 
don’t know what the devil has come to her of late, she seems to 
studiously avoid me. As to her being well, she is to all appear-
ances in the best of health now, since she recovered from her 
indisposition of a few weeks back. When I am home without 
her knowing it, I often hear her singing about the house, as 
merry as a lark. I know I envy her very often.”
“Hobart, things are far worse with us, I fear, than we think. 
There must be some reason for this exuberance of spirits, and 
whatever it may be I don’t think it likely it bodes any good for 
either of us. Think you there is anything more between her 
and Perryman of late?”
“No, for he seldom sees her. His sister and Miss Brans-
combe call often, but he seldom comes. In fact, I almost think 
at times he knows more than we think, for he certainly avoids 
me as much as possible.”
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“Stormy weather, Hobart, stormy weather is approaching 
from all quarters. However, I was never a croaker, and do not 
wish to be one now. I will do my best in Dunedin, and then 
comes our last chance; and, should that fail, we must look out 
for fine weather.”
“What the devil do you mean by fine weather? You are for 
ever at your riddles. Speak, and let me know all you infer.”
“Well, Hobart, when once a climate begins to disagree with 
me, I invariably change my quarters. Now, the weather here 
of late, to say the least of it, has been very sultry, and what is 
more, the sky overhead indicates more heat. Under these cir-
cumstances, I think a sail round the bay, or rather off the coast, 
would be beneficial to my health. Now, can you understand 
what I mean by ‘fine weather?’ ”
“You are surely croaking now. There can be no reason for 
such a course as that. You seem to forget I promised you my 
scheme should not fail, nor shall it.”
“We shall see,” replied Fixer, “but now, as it grows late, I 
shall be off. I leave in the morning early, so I will wish you 
adieu.”
Fixer had scarcely got fairly away when Hobart, putting on 
his hat and overcoat, leaves the house by the front door, and, 
although it is very late, he makes direct for the residence of 
the New Orleans planter. Parks seemed to expect him, for as 
soon as they were both seated, he remarked, “You are later 
than I thought you would be.”
“Well, yes, I intended to be sooner, but as Fixer visits Dun-
edin, or rather leaves for there, tomorrow, to arrange for the 
purchase of another barque or two, I had money matters to 
attend to to-night.”
“You were quite right, Hobart, to attend to business first. I 
can’t stand seeing a man neglect that. You must have a lot of 
money in the mercantile concern now.”
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“Well, yes, a considerable sum; but you see we have been so 
successful, and the profits have been very large.”
“So I should say; but come, try a liquor, and then we will 
also attend to business. Here are some cigars just over from 
New Orleans; try them, they are good.”
Hobart did as requested, and then, turning to his host, he 
said, “Well, Parks, what says the fair Amelia to my proposal; 
does she view it favourably?”
“As I told you, my boy, she always takes her old father’s ad-
vice in everything. An obedient girl, Hobart, and I am sure she 
will make you a good wife. Take her, and may you be happy.”
Thus had this worthy pair, who are apparently so well 
matched, arranged the affairs of Parks’ daughter, without con-
sulting her heart at all, although it may be doubtful if she had 
one, for she certainly seemed to be a fair specimen of what the 
daughter of such a man would be. Yes, Hobart had that very 
day (as he knew Fixer must soon leave for Dunedin) proposed 
to the father for the hand of Amelia Parks, and the old man 
had accepted him, conditionally of course, as he so far stud-
ied appearances as to say, “I will put the matter to her, and 
you shall in all probability have your answer to-night.” Hobart 
knew the father well enough to have no fear concerning the 
answer of the daughter; and so matters were now settled.
“You shall have,” said Parks, “£20,000 with her now, my 
boy, and another £30,000 within a year.”
At this news Hobart showed more joy than at the mere fact 
of being accepted by the young lady. “Don’t mention it,” he re-
plied, “the second amount when you wish. I am not in imme-
diate want of the whole of the money, but the first part I can 
well find investment for. I have a good speculation in view.”
“Then do you, as you proposed,” said Parks, “wish the mar-
riage to take place as soon as you suggested?”
“I have so far relied on your word,” said Hobart, “as to 
make my arrangements to leave here for Christchurch tomor-
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row afternoon, and then we can complete all arrangements 
for the wedding taking place at 3 o ’ clock  on Tuesday next, in 
that city.”
“You shall not depend on me in vain. Amelia will be ready, 
Hobart, and I and the wife will go up and see the matter over; 
and then once more, as you say, to business.”
Shortly after this conversation closed, and Hobart returned 
to his own house. He felt, as he went along, that he had done 
a master-stroke, for he deemed the firm saved, and, to do him 
justice, he had tried to keep his word. In any affair of impor-
tance, it was perhaps the first time he had ever done so in his 
life.
Shortly after arriving at his house he was surprised to find 
Clara had not yet gone to bed.
“I am glad she has not retired, as I wish to tell her I shall be 
away, and I would sooner tell her now than tomorrow.”
The cause of Clara’s being up, had he known it, would not 
have increased his peace of mind, but he was ignorant that she 
too contemplated starting for Christchurch on the following 
day. She was about to speak to him on the matter; not that she 
feared going without an escort, but that she wished her father 
to arrive safely before Hobart was aware of his coming. She 
had no wish to extend mercy to him, but Hobart came to her 
rescue.”
“Ah, Clara, you are up too late. You seldom risk your health 
by keeping out so long in the night air, but I am glad you are 
up on this occasion, as I wished to tell you that I shall have 
some business in Christchurch which will keep me there till 
Tuesday. I start in the morning by steamer at about eleven, for 
luckily there will be one call here.”
At first so much did this surprise her that she was for a 
minute or two almost thrown off her guard; and no doubt Ho-
bart would have perceived this had he not been so full of his 
own affairs.
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“He going to Christchurch? Does he know,” she thought, 
“that the one he has every cause to fear is coming? No, he 
cannot,” but still the thought of this news was to Clara rather 
startling, but she only asked—
“You will return on Tuesday?”
“Yes,” he replied, “if possible. I start from there by steamer, 
and go round to Dunedin. But you are evidently not anxious 
to know, Clara, why I go. You have of late become so indiffer-
ent as to my doings and movements, or I should have spoken 
to you on the subject before.”
As Hobart said this the old passion for Clara was roused 
within him, and for the moment he reflected, “Would she now 
marry me and fly. I would even now sacrifice all for her, for I 
feel that I still love her.”
“I have not had any occasion to show or make any display 
of my feelings on the subject. I see but little of you, and know 
less of your doings.”
“Clara,” he replied, “have you any feeling for me? Say that 
you have, and you may alter my course—aye, even my whole 
life,—for I love you still. If you say but ‘yes’ now, will I marry 
you.”
“Speak not of that, for you have already had my final an-
swer. I have but one object in life, and matrimony has nothing 
to do with it.”
“But, Clara, I think still I can trust you, as of old. Yes, I 
will, even were it my ruin,” said Hobart, for his love had got 
the better of his discretion, and he thought that perhaps some 
smouldering spark of affection for him still remained with 
her, and that perhaps were he to tell her all she would accept 
him. “I go to Christchurch to marry. You start; but I repeat 
that I am about to marry Amelia Parks; but if your decision is 
not irrevocable, I will yet lose her and all else for you.”
She had, it is true, started when he mentioned that he was 
going to marry, but she felt no particle of regret, unless it was 
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for the woman who was to become his bride. A loathing for 
the man who could behave in such a manner took possession 
of her, and she replied—“You are still a true impersonation of 
the mean and cowardly being you have always been. Think 
not that I would divert you from the course you have chosen, 
unless for the purpose of saving her by acquainting her with 
the kind of man she is about to espouse. For this, probably, I 
should get no thanks; so go your way, and speedily will I go 
mine.”
“Clara, you are always heartless to me. You know I love you 
and have always loved you, and now do I not show how great 
is my affection when I offer to forsake her for but one word 
from you. Still you withhold it; aye, even when with her I gain 
a marriage portion of £50,000.”
“Ha! ha! ha! You marry the money you should say, but as 
a condition you agree to give her in return your very agree-
able company. You certainly become more despicable the 
more one has the misfortune to know you, though I long since 
thought you had attained the highest standard in that respect. 
But enough, your presence, as I told you before, is pollution. 
Go and marry her, and when you return you shall find that I 
shall not be here, lest I should forget myself and tell her then, 
and prove that I did wrong in not telling her before. I pity 
her from my heart, so help me heaven,” and as Clara finished 
speaking she left the room.
No sooner had she done so than Hobart arose and paced 
the room. “Fool,” he exclaims, “that I have always been where 
she is concerned. Oh, if it were all to be again, how would I 
cherish thy love, Clara, for daily do you show you are more 
than ever worthy.” Here he stayed himself, for even he some-
times felt the pangs of conscience, and now he thought how 
she was worthy of the love of a man ten thousand times better 
than he was.
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Taking now from a sideboard a bottle of his favourite 
beverage, he sought relief in this. Glass after glass he poured 
down his throat, but the more he drank the more he became 
troubled. If Mary Torridge were to arrive, he thought, what 
then? But she will never come; and now, as he was almost in a 
drunken state, he reeled rather than walked about the room, 
muttering, but in an audible voice—
“Poor old Matthew—hic,—I wonder where he is, he 
might— hic—turn up too. And Fixer, what will he say? He—
hic— can’t say much, anyhow. Curse my father,” he goes on, 
“this all comes from being the son of a convict, he imbued me 
with all his villainous notions; but I must do it now, old Parks 
would shoot me were I—hic—to say I could not marry her.”
Thus John Hobart spent the last night before his nuptials. 
Not a very amiable state to be in, it is true; and it is to be re-
gretted that many before of his kind have done likewise. His 
villainy no doubt was bred in the bone, and it will come out 
in the flesh.
The next day saw the bridal party on their way to the Cathe-
dral City.* Hobart did not present the best of appearances, for 
he now feared something would arise in the way of new dif-
ficulties. He made all sure the first thing that Fixer was away, 
for he feared him more than anybody. Frank he could not find 
early enough without going to the house, which he somehow 
feared to do. He left a note at the office, saying that sudden 
and important business had called him away for a few days, 
but that before a week he would return. Not a word about his 
marriage did he say, for he seemed to fear lest the very birds 
should know and fly with the news elsewhere. Frank received 
the note, and inwardly wished Hobart would never return, 
but to no one did he so express himself.
Shortly after Hobart’s departure, on the same morning, 
Clara was on the way to Christchurch. In her case, as it was 
necessary for her to travel by land, the journey took two days,* 
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so that she did not arrive there until the day after Hobart. On 
arrival she at once went on to Port Lyttelton, for she knew 
there was some uncertainty about the actual day her father 
would arrive. She found comfortable quarters in a private 
boarding-house, and awaited the boat by which Grant was to 
come.
Hobart, on his arrival, put up at the most fashionable place 
then in Christchurch, and all the necessary arrangements for 
the wedding were completed. At last, without any mishap, the 
day arrived, but on this morning Hobart looked as though he 
had been fairly scared. He had the previous night, in com-
pany with Parks, sat up until a late hour, and their discussions 
had been too liberally blended with malt whisky, for they were 
both now what Parks termed, when speaking of others, “good 
square drinkers.” Not that Hobart’s appearance on his bridal 
morn was altogether due to that; but for hours after he retired 
to bed he had thought incessantly, first of Clara, and then of 
Mary Torridge; and, do what he would, he could not for the 
life of him get them from his mind. At last, when, sleep did 
come, it was not refreshing, for his dreams were very unpleas-
ant ones. When morning came he arose and dressed with 
anything but bright hopes, for he could not divest himself of 
the fear that some misfortune would befall him. He regretted 
what he had told Clara now, but more than all he was sorry 
that she had not accepted his offer of marriage. So as the time 
drew on for the ceremony to be performed, he actually looked 
more as though he were going to be hanged than married.
However, the appointed hour at last arrived, and there as-
sembled at the church the bride and bridegroom, Mr and Mrs 
Parks, and two witnesses. There were no bridesmaids, no ex-
tra costly outfit—all that the bride wore was good and neat, 
but such as would do for other purposes afterwards. They 
each took their places, and the officiating minister proceeded 
to read the marriage service. While this was going on, there 
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entered the church, with many other curiosity seekers, an 
aged gentleman and an apparent invalid, his daughter; but as 
the ceremony had so far proceeded they stood in the aisle of 
the church, and waited to look and hear merely out of curios-
ity. Several times the minister looked around, his attention 
being attracted by the occasional noise caused through some 
thoughtless new-comer; but when the question was asked, 
“John Hobart, do you take this woman to be your wedded 
wife?” there was heard a faint scream, and then again all was 
still.
Mary Torridge, with her father, and at his request, as he 
thought it would perhaps divert her mind from other matters, 
was among the lookers-on, and at the mention of the name of 
him she had so much cause to hate, she started, looked wildly 
around, and giving a slight scream, fell back in a faint. Her 
father, ever on the watch, sees and hears all, and, catching her 
in his arms, supports her to a seat. No sooner has he done so 
than she rallies, and looks towards the altar, exclaiming feebly, 
“Justice, oh God, at last,” and tearing open her dress she takes 
out a massive locket which she always wears round her neck. 
She forces this open just as the minister has completed, and, 
taking out a paper, she unfolds it with great vehemence, ap-
parently in fear lest it should be the wrong one.
“No, this is it,” she exclaims aloud; and before her father 
dreams of what she does, Mary Torridge has risen to her 
feet, and advances up the aisle towards the altar. The people 
who are there stand back in amazement, but she heeds them 
not, while Mr Torridge, in a state of wonder and fear lest his 
daughter had lost her reason, follows her. Nobody stops her, 
and she forces her way right into the midst of the bridal party, 
who are just about to leave the church, having received the 
minister’s blessing.
The clergyman looks up in astonishment when he sees one 
who is evidently a lady forcing her way toward him. With-
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out hesitating she places herself full in front of Hobart, who 
at sight of her turns ghastly pale, for, in spite of the changes 
wrought in her by illness, he recognises her instantly. Putting 
up his hand as though to ward off some disagreeable vision, 
Hobart mutters, “Mary Torridge.”
“No,” she replies, in a firm voice, “not Mary Torridge, to my 
sorrow, but Mary Hobart.”
Mr and Mrs Parks look on in wonder, while the bride-elect 
seems stupefied, and old Mr Torridge is evidently perfectly 
bewildered, and fancies his poor child has gone mad. Going 
gently up to her, without looking at the others, he says, “Mary, 
come, my daughter, you are excited.”
“No, father,” is the reply, given in a clear voice, “I am not, 
but I will have justice at last. Look you,” she says, “here, in the 
most sacred building of the Lord’s, and before God and man, 
do I denounce John Hobart as a bigamist, and here are the 
proofs,” and with these words she hands to her father the pa-
per she had so recently taken from the locket that now hangs 
open on her breast. “Read, let these good people see to whom 
they give their daughter, and then I will tell you how I married 
him—for I was an unwilling bride. Refute what I say, John 
Hobart, if you can.”
The man addressed, however, only shrank back abashed, 
scarcely knowing what he did; while Amelia, to add to the 
festivities, fainted, and during the next few minutes all were 
engaged in restoring her to consciousness.
During the bustle, Hobart endeavours to go quietly away, 
but Mary Torridge sees the movement, and placing herself full 
in his path, she says, “Not yet, sir, not yet. I told you on the day 
you married me by stratagem that you should live to regret 
it—that I would be a very stone around your neck, which you 
would find cling tighter whenever you should try to cast it off; 
and now, thank God, I am able to keep my word. Luckily for 
your innocent victim, I have arrived in time to prevent you 
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committing another sin. Father,” she cried, turning to Mr Tor-
ridge, who had stood nearly the whole of this time in a half-
stupefied state, “now you know why I have pined and fretted 
nearly my life away—why I would not marry the man we all 
loved. It was because I would not let others suffer by telling 
them the secret I carried with me. No, I could even have gone 
to the grave without betraying myself; but now I feel relieved, 
for the weight is removed.”
While she has been speaking she had addressed herself to 
her father, and when she turned again to confront Hobart, she 
found that he was gone.
“Ah,” she cries aloud, “you have let him escape,” and then 
Parks awakes to the actual position of affairs. Turning to Mr 
Torridge, he says, “Would you allow me to see this document, 
for if this villain has done all your daughter says, I’ll shoot 
him. Yes, by heaven, I will.”
One look at the marriage certificate was sufficient to make 
him start off out of the church in search of Hobart, but the lat-
ter had made such good use of his time that he was nowhere 
to be seen.
At the last words of her father, Miss Parks, for such we must 
still call her, again faints, and all is in confusion in the church. 
Some run one way, some another; the clergyman looks per-
plexed, and every now and then he murmurs, sotto voce, “I do 
wish this couple had gone to another church to be married, 
for this will give me endless trouble.” No doubt he was under 
the belief that no one heard him, as he added aloud, “May the 
Lord have mercy on the sinful.”
All is excitement within the precincts of the sacred build-
ing, and the minister steps forward and delivers a short speech 
on the evil ways of the world and the lusts of the flesh, and 
then turns his attention to comforting the bereaved ones, say-
ing, “It might have been much worse, but now justice will be 
done,” &c., &c.
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Mary Torridge seems now better than for many months, 
and she, in as few words as possible, tells them of her fatal 
marriage, and how it took place. Mr Torridge declares he will 
have justice, but observes, with the usual legal acumen, that 
it will be much trouble, for the parson who performed the 
ceremony in Hobart Town is dead, and the witnesses will be 
difficult to find, but that if it is possible they certainly shall be 
found. So the parties concerned leave the sacred building and 
seek their respective places of abode; and on that very day 
information is laid against John Hobart for bigamy, and the 
officers of the law are on the alert, and have communicated 
with the other stations throughout the Colony.
In the meanwhile, what has become of Hobart? Immedi-
ately on leaving the church he procured a horse, and in less 
than half an hour he is away across the Canterbury Plains in 
the direction of Timaru; for invariably such as he fly to the 
most dangerous places. He thinks not of that, however. All 
he remembers now is what Fixer has said about “fair weath-
er,” and he rides on to be in time, lest he shall be left behind. 
On, on he rides, over one river and then another, for there are 
many to cross ere he can reach Timaru. He fears not the wa-
ter, however, and luckily his horse proves to be a good swim-
mer, or the rider would have been badly off. On he goes at a 
reckless speed until the morning begins to dawn, and then 
he finds that his horse must have rest, and, striking well off 
the road, he takes off the saddle and lets him feed on the tus-
sock—for there is nought else there—while he throws himself 
on the ground. Although he is worn out with fatigue he finds 
it difficult to fall asleep, but at last he succeeds. Presently he 
awakes with a start, crying, “Unhand me; surely you know 
well enough where to find me without taking me into custo-
dy,” but as he looks round he sees he has only been dreaming. 
How painful was the memory of that dream, when he fancies 
he is being pulled off to gaol for his crimes. He sits some time, 
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thinking that now it is too late to regret what he has done—to 
blame himself for not taking Fixer’s advice.
“Repinings are useless,” said he at last, rising from the 
ground, “I must away. It looks as though it were near night-
fall. I must reach there before morning if I kill this horse and 
get another.” Then he remembers that he must be careful. The 
police will be after him long before this, and he must not show 
himself.
He looks now for his beast, which he thinks he sees some 
distance off, and, taking up the saddle and bridle, he goes on 
to see. Yes, fortune favours him, it is the horse, and the faith-
ful animal neighs as he approaches, and makes no effort to 
elude him, and in a few minutes he is again mounted and on 
his way.
It turns out, as he had conjectured, that it is near night, for 
soon the sun goes down, and the moon, in all her brightness, 
shines on him.
“One more river,” he exclaims, after he had travelled some 
distance, “and then Timaru,” and he pushes on at a reckless 
speed, passes the Washdyke,* and just as he is reaching the 
town his horse falls, throwing his rider heavily. The faithful 
animal has been ridden to death.
For some time Hobart lies apparently dead, but presently 
he moves, and gradually recovers his senses.
“Where am I?” he asks, but receiving no reply, he rises with 
difficulty, for the exertion of the ride has made him stiff, and 
he looks around him. “Ah,” he mutters, “I am flying from the 
accursed police as my old father often did, curse him! But I 
must hurry on; Fixer must be found. Yet stay, I will go first to 
the office. My house will be watched, so I must not visit there.”
It is now necessary for a short space to leave Hobart, and 
return to Fixer, who has come back from Dunedin, where he 
has been unsuccessful in raising the required funds. He is 
much cast down for one of his sort, but he bears up as well as 
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possible, as he has placed some little hope in Hobart’s prom-
ise, although not much. His trust, however, is soon to be shat-
tered. He goes straight to his own villa on his arrival, and af-
ter attending to his inner man, he asks his housekeeper, “Any 
news of importance, Mrs Bluff?” *
“Well, sir, nought but that ‘bout Mr ’Obart.”
“Mr Hobart, what of him?”
“Why, sir, don’t yer know as how he went to Christchurch 
to get married; but as how when he was agettin’ done, a wife 
of ’is as wasn’t dead walked straight in and says, ‘‘E’s mine! ”
“Good gracious, Mrs Bluff, are you sure of this?”
“Suttingly I is, sir; the police are a lookin’ for ’im. I knows 
that, for my good man wor here and told me so.”
Fixer asks no more questions, but for some time his house-
keeper keeps on expatiating on the awful sin, until at last Fixer 
says impatiently, “That will do, Mrs Bluff, that will do.”
As soon as she was gone Felix rises, and starts immediately 
for his office. It is close on five, and he knows that unless he 
hurries he cannot reach the place before his clerk goes, and 
he wants the key to-night more than ever. When he arrives, 
Pierce is just closing for the day.
“Ah, just in time, Pierce. I want you to go down and learn if 
Captain Davis is on board the Homeward Bound. If he is not 
there you must find out where he is, and let him know I wish 
to see him at once. You need not come back, for I will lock up 
myself.”
As soon as the clerk was gone, Fixer took pen and paper 
and wrote for some time.
“Now, I wonder,” he says to himself when he has finished, 
“if that fool will be back. Yes, for certain he will, as now he will 
think of what I said about a sail off the coast. He will also go to 
his office, but it will be too late. This letter at any rate he shall 
find, if I am in time.”
CHAPTER XXIV 251
Fixer leaves his office, and walks as speedily as possible to 
Hobart’s, and finding the last clerk just leaving, he asks him if 
what he has heard is true.
“About the marriage? Oh yes, sir, it is true enough.”
“Ah, indeed,” says Fixer; “however, here is a letter for him, 
if you will kindly put it on his table, so that he may get it as 
soon as he returns.”
“But won’t he be arrested, sir?”
“Well, if he is, he will, I presume, be bailed out, and then he 
will get it. If he don’t, it is not my business. I promised to leave 
it, and there it is.”
The clerk took the note, and, as requested, placed it on Ho-
bart’s table.
Fixer now returns to his office and waits, and presently 
Captain Davis arrives.
“Ah, Davis, I am glad you are here,” says Felix, “as I want 
you; but not just now. Let me see; if you will look in to-night 
about eleven I shall then have finished what I am about, and 
we can talk over the affair. I would not bother you to come so 
late, but I shall in all probability want you to go to sea tomor-
row, and as I shall perhaps be in the country when you go, 
I must see you to-night. Let none of your men off the ship 
to-night, captain, for the glass is falling, and you know how 
dangerous this coast is in rough weather.” *
“I shall take care, sir, and also be here at eleven, as you say.”
“Yes, captain, at eleven.”
When he is once more alone, Fixer opens his book, and for 
hours he works on till he sees it is close on eleven. Putting out 
the light, he now leaves the office, but by the back entrance, 
and makes his way to his own house, which is only some two 
or three hundred yards off. Mrs Bluff is up awaiting his arriv-
al, and asks if he would like something to eat before bedtime.
“No, thanks,” he replies, “nor need you remain up. I shall 
perhaps call you early, so you had better get to bed.”
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Mrs Bluff did not require to be told twice, as she was only 
too willing to go, and in a few minutes she could be heard 
sending forth sounds which showed she slept soundly.
Fixer now goes to his room, and in less than ten minutes he 
has packed in a large seaman’s bag most of his clothing. Look-
ing around the room for some minute or two, he says, in a low 
voice, “Good-bye to Timaru. Some pleasant hours have I had 
here, but they are over now,” and taking up the bag again he 
leaves the house, and is soon again back in his office. He takes 
some sealing wax, and he fastens up the mouth of the bag, and 
just as he has done so a knock is heard at the office door; and, 
opening it, he finds himself face to face with the skipper of the 
Homeward Bound.
“Captain, have you a boat ashore?” is Fixer’s first question.
“No, sir, but I can have one in a few minutes.”
“Well, just take that bag with you to the beach, call off a 
boat, and put it on board. Then return, as I wish to see you 
again. I am sorry to trouble you so much, as it is late, but I 
cannot prevent it.”
“No trouble, sir,” answers the captain, and off he goes with 
the bag.
“Now,” says Fixer, “it will take him an hour to go off and 
back. I must finish and be on the shore when he returns, so 
that he will not have to come here.”
Again he resumes his work, but this time he is evidently in 
the greatest possible hurry, and in less than half an hour he 
has finished.
He had been preparing a balance-sheet of the firm of Fixer 
and Hobart, and as he cast his eye over it, he mutters, “What a 
thing it is to have a fool for a partner. Two years only we have 
been in this together, and our net profit stands at £6958 13s 4d. 
Had it not been for that infernal land spec., and this last affair, 
which is worse still, we should have increased our business, 
and soon been independent. But I must not waste time. That’s 
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all right, and in justice to Perryman, who will have enough to 
pay, I’ll leave this, and also a letter. Yes, I have that to do yet,” 
and again he starts and writes. When he has finished, he en-
closes the balance-sheet, which is headed, “Balance-sheet of 
Fixer and Hobart, sole members of the firm of Fixer and Co.”
“Now, let me see, where can I put this letter so that they 
will find it in about three or four days? Ah, I have it; in the 
room where Pierce is working, at the back of the wool. It will 
take him some time to work his way that far. Now a note to tell 
him that I am away for a day or two. Ha! ha! A day or two!”
Fixer has soon written his letter, and, after placing it where 
he had intended, he says, “Now, his key which I gave him the 
other day will let him in,” and having put the books back in 
the safe, and placed the key, which had never before left his 
possession, in the table drawer, and he wishes the office an-
other good-bye, as though it were animate, and is soon on his 
way to the beach.
It is twelve o ’ clock  when he reaches the place, and he is 
just in time, as Davis is about to land.
Fixer, however stops him, and telling the captain that he 
would like to take a turn on the water, he sprang into the boat, 
and they were soon away from the shore.
No sooner were they off than Fixer called Davis on one 
side, saying, “Captain, take that boat on board, and lift anchor 
and set sail as soon as possible. We have a fair wind now, and 
a sea voyage will do me good.”
The captain looked up with surprise, but knowing the man 
who spoke, the orders were obeyed, and long before morn 
they were right out to sea.
“What course are you making for, captain?” asked Fixer.
“For where you told me, sir, I was to take this cargo.”




Hobart hurried along, intent on getting to his offices. Had he 
looked up as he passed Fixer’s place, he would have seen the 
light still burning in his office window; but he is too anxious 
concerning his own affairs to notice anything. He reaches his 
own office at last, enters the door, and goes at once to his own 
room, which is on the upper floor. The first thing he sees is 
a letter on his table, marked “Private.” Hurriedly he tears it 
open, and reads.
“Curse you for ever,” he exclaims. “Then I am indeed un-
done.”
The letter which Hobart now throws on the table runs as 
follows:—
MY DEAR HOBART,—
When you receive this I shall in all probability be sailing 
off this coast. Your defective memory has again served 
you a scurvy trick, and that immediately that I am away 
from you. I feel awfully sorry that I cannot be here to 
assist in the celebration of your nuptials in a becom-
ing manner; but there, you will have all the police force 
to do that, and as you have been so very considerate of 
their feelings on all occasions since your elevation in 
Timaru, they will be sure to think that one good turn 
deserves another. It was most unkind of you to let me go 
to Dunedin without giving me notice of your intentions, 
for then I could have to some little extent prepared for 
the voyage I am about to take, It was also too bad of 
your first wife to turn up just as you were getting mar-
ried; she might have waited until you got the marriage 
portion. Poor old Parks, too; what a disappointment for 
him losing such a treasure of a son-in-law, to say noth-
ing of the terrible grief Miss Parks must endure. As to 
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Frank Perryman, I don’t think he requires any sympa-
thy, for he must be a great gainer by the whole transac-
tion, as of course he will now have the business, and can 
if he pleases marry Clara. However, it but seldom occurs 
that one of your profession gets what the majority of 
its members deserve; so you will have the satisfaction 
of knowing you are the glorious exception. I have left 
everything in my office in perfect order, and now I will 
say, ta, ta. I would have waited a little longer, but you see 
my evidence against a partner might be required; so, on 
the principle of honesty among thieves, I go.
Yours,
FELIX FIXER.
For some time after reading this letter, Hobart walked ex-
citedly up and down his office. “Frank Perryman marry Clara! 
Why does he taunt me with that too? But he shall not—not if 
I—” and here he paused, as if the alternative in his mind was 
too terrible to be spoken. “I will see Clara; aye, if the house be 
full of police. One more interview, and as she was always true 
to me in the hour of trouble she may listen to me now, though 
she would not when last I spoke. Ah! But I had almost forgot-
ten the key of the safe.”
Hobart at once proceeded to Perryman’s room, but to his 
dismay he found the door was locked. For some time he used 
every effort to force the door, but all to no purpose, and at last 
he turned away, and felt as though all the world had conspired 
against him. “I will go home at once,” he said, “and after I have 
seen Clara I will retire up-country for a time, and then I must 
be guided by events.” Descending the stairs, he reaches the 
street door, and is just in the act of turning to leave when, 
from the shadow of the next doorway steps a policeman, who, 
placing his hand on Hobart’s shoulder, says:—
“I arrest you, John Hobart, on the charge of bigamy.”
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“Hands off, sir; you can arrest without mauling me.”
“I could,” replied the policeman, “but as it is simply a mat-
ter of pleasing myself, I prefer letting you know your actual 
position. I remember you before, John Hobart,” and before 
he knew what the policeman was about the villain was hand-
cuffed.
“What, would you handcuff a peaceful individual? You 
shall hear of this again,” cried the prisoner indignantly.
“I will take all chance of that, Mr Hobart. But come on, I 
have been looking forward to the pleasure of putting you in 
the cell with some drunkards, who will no doubt sympathise 
with you,” and before long Hobart found himself the inmate 
of H. M.’s lock-up,* where we will leave him.
* * * * *
Bad news, they say, flies apace, and there is every reason this 
time to believe it, for the next morning all in the small town of 
Timaru knew of John Hobart’s incarceration, but few, if any, 
felt any compassion for him.
“Frank,” said Maud, “what a disgraceful affair, and what a 
bad job for poor Clara. How unwise of him; surely he must 
have been mad.”
“I fear, Maud, there was method in his madness, but he 
never anticipated such a termination as this. As to Clara, when 
you know all, as you must soon, you will alter your opinion.”
“I don’t know, Frank; any sister must regret her brother be-
ing in such a position, no matter how bad he may be.”
“John Hobart, Maud, is no relation to Clara whatever. She 
is but the victim of one of his vile plots, and her only feeling 
towards him must be one of loathing,” and as Frank finished 
speaking he left the room.
“Louie,” said Maud later on, “I can’t understand Frank this 
morning. What do you think he said when I spoke of this af-
fair of Hobart’s!” and Maud repeated her brother’s remarks.
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“Maud,” said Louie, “what Frank said was quite true, and 
now, as you must know very soon, I may as well be your in-
formant,” and Miss Branscombe forthwith related all she 
knew, and all that passed between her and Clara.
“I would not have believed such a villain existed,” said 
Maud, “and in our very midst. I shudder at the thought of it. 
Poor Clara! No wonder she was serious under such circum-
stances. Did she know he was married?”
“I believe not, nor do I think she knew he went to get mar-
ried, for as I told you she has gone to meet her father.”
During the same day Clara and Matthew Grant returned 
from Christchurch. Frank met them, and begged them, under 
the circumstances, to accept his hospitality.
“We shall be well able to find room for you,” he said, “and 
will do our best to make you comfortable. By the bye, Miss 
Grant,” he continued, turning to Clara, in whose ears the 
name sounded strangely, “the letters you asked me to write 
for have arrived and are now at the office. I will bring or rather 
send them up to you as soon as I go down.”
The meeting between Grant and Clara had been most af-
fecting, for the poor father’s joy knew no bounds, while Clara 
herself was too deeply moved for some time to speak; but the 
old man’s genial kindly nature reassured her, and she had re-
lated all to him, saying as she finished, “You will forgive me, 
father, for leaving as I did. I verily believed you had in your 
passion done what he said.”
“Forgive you, my child? Aye, were it ten thousand times 
as bad as you can deem it; but I see no wrong, you were only 
the victim with me of the plots of one of the basest scoundrels 
alive. But now justice will be done, for I saw his marriage, and 
knew the whole of the circumstances of it; and on the last 
night we were together I had intended to tell you all, but as 
you will no doubt remember, you asked me to leave it till the 
following day.”
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“True,” said Clara, “I remember but too well. Had it not 
been for my waywardness all this trouble would have been 
spared you,” and as she thought of this tears flowed from her 
eyes.
“Cry not, my girl; if I have suffered, it has done me good, 
and but for your misfortunes I should not regret it. We shall 
now, please God, have some happiness, and the past will in 
the future teach us submission, though it has been a bitter les-
son; for out of much evil often comes good.”
They were engaged in talking over past events when Louie 
entered the room to bring Clara some letters which Frank had 
sent up.
“Here is one for you, father,” said Clara.
“For me, my child? How does anyone know of my wherea-
bouts?”
When the old man had mastered the contents of the letter 
he had received, he exclaimed, “Clara, God is good; look you, 
a letter from Squire Lurtonshaw, offering me at any time I like 
to accept it my old position of agent,” and the poor old man, 
who had so often given way to tears from anguish of heart, 
now cried for very joy and gratitude.
There, sure enough, was the letter, which was of course 
dated some time back, offering to Matthew the Squire’s con-
dolence for the wrong he had suffered, as one of his kinsmen 
had been the instrument, and offering as some amends the 
situation again which he had formerly held. “You need not,” 
the letter said, “hesitate to take it. The agent who now holds 
the position is the one that succeeded you, and now he only 
retains his position in the hopes you will return, as he has long 
since wished to retire.”
“Father, this is indeed good news. Ought we not to be 
thankful for so many blessings?”
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“Aye, my child, we should indeed, but God is most gracious 
to those who to the end are of faith;” and they both, from ex-
cess of joy, wept tears of gratitude.
With Frank and Louie things now seemed to progress well. 
They seemed to understand each other, and Frank often won-
dered why he did not as of old seek for the company of Clara, 
who was always with her father, comforting and cheering him 
when they spoke of the future. Time went on, but none of them 
knew or apprehended the blow that was to fall on poor Frank; 
but soon people began to notice Fixer’s absence, and then all 
at once, as though a thunderbolt had descended, Fixer’s letter 
was found by Pierce, and delivered to Frank. This explained 
all, for he had made a clean breast of the whole affair. His let-
ter was full of sympathy, although he apologised for daring 
to offer it. Fixer said that Mr Perryman might doubt his sin-
cerity, but he assured him nevertheless it was not feigned. “I 
assure you,” the epistle went on, “had I not listened to Hobart 
in the land scheme all would have been well. Of course, this 
second marriage would not have occurred had I been near to 
prevent it. You will doubtless remember the evening of Ho-
bart’s party. The anecdote which I related was simply to keep 
him in check, for he had actually dared to hint to me at the 
time such intentions. What I related was true in its entirety, 
for I was, as I said, a witness.”
Poor Frank, after scanning this news, at once went home, 
and was met by Maud and Louie, who immediately noticed 
his woebegone appearance.
“Frank,” said both, “oh, what is wrong? You look so ill; what 
has happened?”
“Wrong,” answered Frank, “alas! All is wrong, for I am ru-
ined through that accursed Hobart.”
A full explanation followed, and now it was the turn for the 
house of Perryman to be in grief. Frank seemed on the verge 
of insanity.
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“I would not care,” said he, “but I fear I shall not be able to 
pay up in full, and then the name of Perryman, on which no 
man could ever cast the slightest imputation, will be sullied, 
and all through my own carelessness.”
“Frank,” replied Maud, “what I have is yours; but bear up. 
Meet your troubles manfully, and perhaps they may not be so 
bad as they appear.”
Frank, however, seemed to lose all heart, and would be 
at home to nobody. He feared the sympathy of his friends 
as though he were the guilty party, and the thought that he 
would have to meet all his liabilities troubled his mind.
Later on the same day, Louie met Frank as he was coming 
from the garden. The affectionate girl showed too plainly how 
she had taken his misfortune to heart, for her eyes were red 
and swollen with weeping. He noticed this instantly, and his 
conscience smote him.
“Louie, poor Louie,” he thought, “what a fool I have been; 
she must love me; and now when it is too late, for I am a beg-
gar, I feel I love her too.”
“Frank,” said Louie, almost in tears, “I am so sorry for you 
that I know not how to express myself. I wished to say that—
as you know—I have—well, what I want to tell you is this: I 
have the money your dear father left me, and its interest, now 
about £1200. You are welcome to it, I assure you, and I trust 
you will show you believe me, and take it to help you out of 
this terrible calamity.”
“Louie,” said Frank, looking her full in the face, for there 
he saw more confirmation of his last reflections, “you are too 
good; but no, you shall not suffer for my thoughtlessness. I 
fear I have been very unkind to you, for I now see you love 
me, and have done so for a long time; and now, when it is too 
late, I find I love you.”
Louie was so full of joy at hearing such a confession that for 
the time she forgot all else. She almost fell into his arms, and 
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Frank, placing his arm around her, kissed her clear and loving 
face. For some seconds they stood thus, while both felt the joy 
of true love. Gently then she disengaged herself, and, looking 
up to him, she said—
“Frank, I know I love you, and how long I have done so I 
can’t say; and now, if you do not refuse me this pleasure, you 
will add to my happiness, and I shall feel my love is returned. 
Take my money—or rather your money,—and if not as a gift, 
then as a loan, and some day I will take it back.”
He tried hard to dissuade her from this, but he could not, 
and at last, to please and satisfy her, allowed her to give him 
an order for the amount.
“Do you know,” Maud said to Frank some time after the 
interview just narrated, “poor old Whale, who seems as much 
cut up as any of us, has been here every day, begging to see 
you. He has come up again. Do see him, the poor old fellow 
seems quite hurt when he is told you are at home to nobody. 
Just now, when I saw him, he said, ‘Do ask him, Miss, to see 
me. I am no idle visitor, and you know I served your father for 
so long I would so like to show my gratitude for past favours.’ ”
“I will see him,” said Frank, “although I would far sooner 
not; still, as he wishes it so much, and as he has been a true 
and honest servant, show him in, Maud.”
She was only too glad to do this, and the poor old man 
could not have been more affected were it his own son. Maud 
was about to run off when she had shown him in, but he said—
“Pardon me, Miss Perryman, but I would, if your brother 
does not object, sooner you stayed, for what I have to say is, I 
am pleased, not bad news.”
“Stay,” said Frank, “by all means. Be seated, Whale.”
“Thank you, sir, but I feel too excited to sit, for I have wait-
ed now for three whole days to tell you what I now am about 
to say, and I feel that I could not endure another day were I 
not to speak. You remember, Mr Perryman, when Mr Hobart 
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first joined you, you were kind enough to entrust to me the 
drawing up of the deed of partnership.”
“Yes,” said Frank, “I remember.”
“Well, sir, with respect to Mr Hobart, I did not like him 
any better scarcely than I do now, and I had my suspicions 
of him; for, sir, one day, when I had occasion to go to John’s 
office on business for you, I disturbed him busy at work. I 
saw at a glance the paper which was before him; he had your 
name written all over it; and when be observed me looking, 
he turned it over, but he forgot to do the same with another 
document which bore your signature.”
 “Good gracious,” said Frank, “practising forgery.”
“Aye, sir. I have always regretted I did not tell you. But to 
proceed. The deed of partnership, when drawn, had a clause 
which is often put in, I know, but one that I feel sure you are 
not aware is in this one, for it set forth that one partner should 
not draw on or from the firm, or execute any negotiable in-
strument, without the consent of the other being first ob-
tained in writing.”
“Is this so?” said Frank; “then I am more than ever to 
blame, for I not only neglected my business in the first place, 
but I neglect it now by not looking after my affairs. Whale,” he 
added, “accept my heartfelt thanks for this. I do not say I shall 
take full advantage of this clause, still it will save the name, 
and for nothing else do I care.”
After both Frank and Maud had again thanked him, Whale 
withdrew, more overjoyed perhaps than he had ever been; for 
he spoke truly when he said Frank’s interests were his whole 
thought and care.
The same day brought Frierland down from Christchurch. 
He had heard of this misfortune to Frank, and had come to 
offer his assistance and condolence. The two talked the matter 
over; and though Frank declared he had no intention of tak-
ing any actual advantage of the saving clause, Frierland at last 
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obtained his consent to his doing what he could for him in 
the business amicably. As the bills were not yet due, the mat-
ter, by Frierland’s advice, was allowed to remain in statu quo, 
although Frank was anxious to have the affair settled.
* * * * *
THE TRIAL
The sitting of the Supreme Court,* as it so happened, was just 
on after Hobart’s committal, so there was but little delay, and 
at last the day arrived. Both Mr Parks and Mr Torridge were 
intent upon having nothing short of justice.
The evidence of Mary Torridge having been taken, her fa-
ther was examined, to show it was useless to wait to subpœna 
the officiating minister, as he was long since dead. After this 
had been accepted by the Court, Hobart addressed his Hon-
our and asked for dismissal, on the ground that no sufficient 
evidence had been adduced, as there was nothing to corrobo-
rate what the first witness had sworn to save the certificate, 
which he stated was not admissible being only documentary.
“But,” said the Crown Solicitor, “we have another witness. 
Call Matthew Grant!”
“Matthew Grant!” muttered Hobart, and for some time he 
seemed completely cast down. His determination to brazen it 
out, however, returned, and after Matthew had given his evi-
dence, which was but a corroboration of May Torridge’s—or, 
as she should be called, Mary Hobart,—he addressed Grant 
as follows:—
“You were, I believe, a life transport, and but only recently 
obtained your discharge through some doubt, or on account 
of your meritorious conduct.”
“I was, through the instrumentality of your sister, convict-
ed of a crime which I was afterwards proved innocent of by 
her death-bed confession.”
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At this a murmur of approbation ran through the Court, 
which was silenced, and proceedings went on.
“I can, your Honour,” said Torridge, “confirm the words of 
the last witness.”
“I am perfectly satisfied,” said his Honour. “Is that your 
case?” he asked, turning to the Crown Prosecutor.
“Yes, your Honour.”
“Then, prisoner, you may make your address to the jury.”
John Hobart, in a bold manner, attempted to address the 
Court, but gradually his bravery forsook him, for he saw the 
jury were against him. His principal defence was that as he 
had never lived with or been with his wife after their mar-
riage, he argued that it was not binding on him; and with a 
few more remarks, which were simply made to flatter the jury, 
he finished speaking.
The jury, on being asked if they wished to retire and con-
sider their verdict, the foreman said: “We are unanimous in 
our verdict, and consequently there is no necessity for retir-
ing.”
“Say then, gentlemen of the jury, do you find the prisoner, 
John Hobart, guilty or not guilty?”
“Guilty,” was the answer, given in a clear ringing voice, and 
there was again a murmur of satisfaction in the Court.
“Then,” said his Honour, “it only remains for me to pass 
sentence; and I must say I never presided on any case where 
there was more clear and conclusive evidence of a prisoner’s 
guilt. Yet you, prisoner, after all the wrong you and yours have 
done the unfortunate witness Grant, would try and injure 
him further by maligning or casting a doubt even now on his 
character. A more hardened piece of villainy than this I never 
witnessed. Apart from the fact of the charge, in which I thor-
oughly concur with the gentlemen of the jury, you have been 
a member of the Bar, a profession which should be honour 
itself. I have one little satisfaction, if I may so term it, and that 
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is that no longer where the British flag flies will you again dis-
grace a profession, the integrity of which should never be im-
pugned. The sentence of this Court is that you be imprisoned 
in one of Her Majesty’s gaols for five years, with hard labour, 
and I regret that the law does not give me power to award to 
you greater punishment, for you undoubtedly deserve it.”
* * * * *
“So Clara and her father are going to return to England,” said 
Maud to her brother.
“Yes, I believe so,” answered Frank, “the best possible thing 
for the poor old fellow. This place would only be full of remi-
niscences of misfortune.”
The speakers were here interrupted by the servant entering 
to announce Mr Frierland.
“Well, Frank, I am the bearer of good news,” said the new 
arrival. “Ah Miss Perryman, I beg your pardon, my anxiety for 
your brother made me overlook your presence.”
“Pray do not mention it. Tell us your news, unless, indeed I 
am not to hear it, in which case I will retire, although I like to 
share my brother’s good news if I may.”
“I think there is not any occasion for you to leave, eh, 
Frank?”
“I know of none,” was the answer.
“Well then, the affairs of the late mercantile firm have 
been gone through—a splendid scheme by the way; this Fixer 
must have been a born genius. The examination shows that 
the venture is good and sound, and all has been arranged. 
Messrs Drons & Son, the original owners of this land which 
has caused so much trouble are now, for a small consideration 
in addition to the thousand already received, prepared to take 
it back, and an order will soon be issued from the Supreme 
Court sanctioning the arrangement, so I will be the first, I am 
happy to say, to congratulate you on your return to prosperity. 
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By the bye, do you remember my advice to you about this Ho-
bart? Now will you say phrenology is not to be considered?”
“Never again,” said Frank; “but you know when I took him 
as a partner I was but young in the business, and I overlooked 
all else when I considered how essential his more matured 
knowledge would be.”
“Say no more now, Frank; it might have turned out worse 
than it has, that’s certain.”
The afternoon of the same day Frank and Louie, quite by 
accident of course, met in the library, where she had gone for 
some book. She looked now bright and happy, for the honour 
and wealth of the house of Perryman had been saved, and she 
was in high glee.
“Ah, Louie,” said Frank, “you remember I took from you 
a loan, which I am pleased to say I am in a position to repay, 
and as to interest, what shall I give you for interest?”
“I shall take neither principle nor interest,” she replied, half 
pouting, for she liked not his reference to money matters so 
soon after what had passed between them.
“Do not look cross, Louie, for I had more to say, but now 
you frighten me. Shall I speak on or no?”
“Speak! why, yes, Frank,” but I regret to say he again disap-
pointed her, for instead of at once doing as she bid him, he 
took her in his arms, and with all the tenderness of his nature, 
whispered something which evidently atoned to some extent 
for his previous wrong doing. However, some half hour later 
Louie ran to her room blushing with joy, and before the day 
was closed all knew there was to be a wedding in which Louie 
Branscombe and Frank Perryman were to take prominent 
parts.
And now, gentle reader, I have, much as I may regret it, to 
draw to a close, for there are many of the characters in this 
drama who have become real in lieu of imaginary ones to me, 
and I feel loth to part with them; but as the best of friends 
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must separate sooner or later, so must we. I would prolong 
this story some few pages, but as I have only your approbation 
in view, I fear there would be a chance of my losing rather 
than gaining that were I to do so.
Frank and Louie were married some three months after 
their engagement, and a happier couple it would be hard to 
imagine. He often wondered why he had ever overlooked 
Louie as he had; but, as he said, he felt doubly happy now to 
know that Providence had so far watched over him in giving 
him one of the very best of wives. About six months after their 
nuptials there came by an American paper, a notice of the 
loss of the barque Homeward Bound. She had become a total 
wreck off the coast of California, and one extraordinary thing 
mentioned in connection with the affair was the remark of her 
owner, a gentleman by the name of Felix Fixer. In the cool-
est manner possible he exclaimed, as he stepped on board the 
rescuing boat, which was a trader from ‘Frisco: “We brought 
nothing with us when we entered this world, and some of us 
have a very good show of having the same amount to take 
with us when we depart.”
All hands were saved on board, but not an article of value 
except what the passengers wore.
“Well,” said Louie, after Frank had read the account, “how 
like Mr Fixer to be sure. I think all was not bad of that man.”
“Bad or no, little wife, his villainy, like that of most others, 
did him little good.”
“True, Frank, there can be but one opinion, that the straight 
course is always the best.”
Matthew Grant and Clara returned to England, where they 
lived happy and contented. They often speak of their past 
troubles, and Matthew will sometimes remark:—
“For my part, child, I regret none of my misfortunes, for 
they taught me submission and my duty towards God and 
man.”
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Two years after his conviction, news came that Hobart 
had first gone mad, and had then, while unwatched one day, 
thrown himself down the prison well, and before he could 
be rescued he was no more. So the righteous prospered af-
ter many trials, and to the guilty the day of retribution came 
when they expected it not.
NOTES
Page x “New Zealand.” See Reading on the Farm: Victorian Fiction 
and the Colonial World, Victoria University Press (2010) and 
“Why New Zealand has no great 19th-century novel” on the 
website The Conversation, February 12, 2014.
Page xxii “Allcock’s Best Table.” Actually Alcock. Irishman Henry Alcock 
arrived in Melbourne in 1853 and set up a billiard table busi-
ness which later had a retail branch in Wellington, followed by 
Auckland, Christchurch and Dunedin. His tables were regard-
ed as the best available and the company is still in business.
Page xxiv “gentlemen of the long robe.” Lawyers, referring to the gowns 
worn in court. 
Page xxxvii “Norman blood.” The quotation is from Alfred Tennyson’s 
poem “Lady Clara Vere de Vere” published in 1842.
Page xliii “servantgalism.” The word was widely used in colonial New 
Zealand and Australia because  periodic shortages of domes-
tic servants gave such young women an independent and 
self-confident spirit. 
Page xliii “mourn.” The phrase is from Robert Burn’s 1784 poem “Man 
was made to mourn: A Dirge.”
Page xlvii “five stretch.” Slang for a five-year gaol sentence.
Page xlvii “Exhibition cantata.” A reference to politician George Reid 
(future premier and, briefly, prime minister) who entered an 
appalling poem in a competition held in connection with the 
1870 Sydney International Exhibition. The Great Exhibition 
in London in 1851 had become the model for later exhibitions 
and Reid’s aim was to acknowledge the efforts of Prince Albert 
in promoting the original exhibition. “Exhibition cantata” was 
used often after the Sydney event to describe bad writing gen-
erally. The last verse is enough to illustrate the point:
And thus another lesson to mankind is taught,
Of amity by such co‐operation wrought;
For here the fiercest competition for the prize,
The rival ardour to the general good allies.
This harmony of force was early understood,
The Two Lawyers270
By that first ’mong princes—ALBERT THE GOOD;
Bright harbinger of the restored, primeval plan,
That seeks the freedom yet the brotherhood of man!
Page xlviii “hash foundry at Woolloomooloo.” The Sydney Bulletin was 
founded in 1880 at a site in Woolloomooloo. Later called 
Bulletin Place and regarded as the only Sydney thoroughfare 
named after a publication.
Page xlviii “boiler.” Wife. In Cockney rhyming slang “boiler house” 
(shortened to “boiler”) means “spouse.”
Page xlix “The Miner’s Daughter.” A play by American Bret Harte in 
which Carrie Swain had starred during sell-out seasons in 
New Zealand and Australia the year before.
Page l “Majeroni.” An Italian couple, Signor and Signora Majeroni, 
enjoyed great success on the stage in Australia and New Zea-
land in the 1880s.
Page lx “lone.” From Robert Browning’s 1872 poem “The Householder.”
Page lxi “the National.” In spite of the slump of 1887–1888, mention of 
these two banks would represent untold riches in the mind of 
the reader. The Dunedin-headquartered Colonial Bank was 
housed in the magnificent but now demolished Stock Ex-
change Building while the National Bank had two-storeyed 
offices in Princes St which were replaced in 1913 by the pre-
sent impressive building.
Page lxi “Phoenix Park murders.” Refers to the killing of the Chief 
Secretary for Ireland, Lord Frederick Cavendish, and Thom-
as Henry Burke, the Permanent Undersecretary, in Phoenix 
Park, Dublin, in 1882. The assassinations were carried out by 
members of the Irish National Invincibles, a radical breaka-
way group from the Irish Republican Brotherhood.
Page lxi “Rough on Rats.” Refers to a well-known American poison 
easily obtainable from chemists and composed of arsenic, 
with a little coal added for colouring. It was widely advertised 
in New Zealand in the late nineteenth century.
Rough on Rats — Clears out rats mice roaches, flies, 
ants, bed-bugs, beetles insects, skunks, jack-rabbits, 
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sparrows, gophers. At Chemists and Druggists.
Nelson Evening Mail 22 December 1888
The writer of the article has hit on some macabre humour. Swal-
lowing Rough on Rats became a common means of suicide. In 
the two years before the piece was written six people in Nelson 
alone used it to end their lives.
Page lxviii “‘lying low’ just at present.” The Uncle Remus stories of Joel 
Chandler Harris popularised the phrase with frequent use of 
the words “All this while Brer Rabbit lay low, ” suggesting that 
one’s intentions were being concealed.
Page lxxii “never warrants came.” The lines are from Rudyard Kipling’s 
1902 poem “The Broken Men,” which paints a picture of En-
glishmen who could say:
We took no tearful leaving,
We bade no long good-byes.
Men talked of crime and thieving,
Men wrote of fraud and lies.
To save our injured feelings
’Twas time and time to go—
Behind was dock and Dartmoor,
Ahead lay Callao!
Page lxxxii “Nineteenth.” The Nineteenth Century was a British monthly 
literary magazine founded in 1877 which lasted with some 
name changes until 1972.
Page lxxxviii “Loggan Rock.” Correctly Logan Rock. A finely-balanced 
eighty-ton granite boulder perched on the edge of the cliffs 
overlooking the English Channel and still standing, having 
been dislodged and then restored by sailors in the 1820s.
Page lxxxix “till daylight doth appear.” A well-known line from the song 
“For He’s a Jolly Good Fellow.” Popular with local correspon-
dents in newspaper reports on dances in country towns, 
as with the Lake Wakatip Mail Shotover correspondent at 
Christmas 1877, assuring readers that the festivities at the 
Otago Hotel, “will conclude with a dance, of course, until 
daylight doth appear.”
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Page cxii “identification system.” Although fingerprint identification 
was widely discussed during the 1890s, it was not until the 
early 1900s that it was used in Australian criminal cases.
Page cxviii “he sleeps well.” From Act 3, Scene 2 of Macbeth. Macbeth’s 
speech after the death of Duncan includes these lines:
After life’s fitful fever he sleeps well.
Treason has done his worst; nor steel nor poison,
Malice domestic, foreign levy, nothing
Can touch him further.
Page cxviii “Bow Bells.” A popular English “Weekly Magazine of General 
Literature and Art” of the 1860s and 1870s which featured se-
rials and short stories.
Page cxviii “Family Herald.” The Family Herald: A Domestic Magazine of 
Useful Information & Amusement was another English weekly 
story paper. It was launched in 1842 and lasted until 1940.
Page cxx David Burn was an Otago Boys’ High School old boy who 
gained an MA and taught in Wellington and Oamaru. In 1891 
he published a poetry collection described by critic and phre-
nology enthusiast Oswald E. Hugo as “merely chopped up 
prose.”
Page 1 “Sodtown.” Sodtown was not an uncommon place name in 
colonial New Zealand, sometimes bestowed on a spot with 
Irish settlers in sod huts, as in an area near Rakaia. Temuka 
also had a Sodtown near Arowhenua, where sod huts were 
plentiful, but Timaru appears not to have used the name for-
mally. There are light-hearted references to “Irish Town” in 
early Timaru, again in an area unlikely to be in Perryman’s do-
main. Southan may have used Sodtown to refer to the streets 
south of North Street where the Irish were numerous but, if 
so, that location does not fit the context in which he uses the 
name. Needless to say, the name was not complimentary!
Page 1 “Lunny.” This is a name of Irish origin, but does not appear to 
have any particular relevance to the story.
Page 2 “five feet seven.” Frank Perryman at five feet seven inches 
(170 cm) was of average height for a New Zealand male in 
the 1860s. Today he would be three inches shorter than the 
average and, perhaps, too short for “heroic” status.
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Page 5 “passed the bar.” Qualified to practise, having passed exam-
inations conducted at this time in Tasmania by barristers. It 
was 1888 before law societies were established in the state and 
took over the examination.
Page 7  “Frierland.” An unusual choice of surname. Perhaps Southan 
was not above punning, given that the will was to be giving 
“free” land to young Frank.
Page 8 “the junction of Main South Road and North Road.” This pre-
cision of address is confusing. There was a corner in Timaru 
where the Great South Road met North Street but this loca-
tion was an unlikely one for Perryman’s grand home, being in 
Government Town, the less desirable part of the new town. 
Southan may have been vague about street names used 30 
years before he came to Timaru and it is possible he is refer-
ring to the actual site of the Perry mansion (see p. xix) which 
may have been his model for the Perryman home. It was in 
his time at the start of the Great North Road. But then, a novel 
need not pretend to be a tourist guide.
Page 8 “Salt Water Creek.” This area to the south of Timaru was farm-
land in the 1860s, and later became popular with Chinese 
market gardeners. Coincidentally, in the 1870s it was the site 
of the hotel, The Sportsman’s Arms, owned by William South-
an’s close friend Frank Slee. When Slee’s hotel caught fire, the 
Chinese helped extinguish the blaze. Southan probably heard 
about the area when he and Slee were both in Waimate in the 
late 1870s.
Page 8 “Bank of New Zealand, Timaru.” The bank, as it was in the 
time of the events described, can be seen in the photograph 
on page xviii.
Page 8 “Perryman’s Buildings.” Southan has located the lawyer’s 
buildings in the less favoured part of Timaru for business de-
velopment but he may have envisaged them as being at the 
northern end of the Main South Road, near the intersection 
shown in the photograph on page xxi.
Page 8 “Branscombe.” In choosing this surname for his heroine the 
author may have been thinking of the stately Timaru home 
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built by engineer Frederick Marchant named after a village in 
Devon.
Page 10 “phrenology.” The “science” of phrenology, which focused on 
measurements of the human skull, based on the concept that 
the brain is the organ of the mind, was popular during the 
nineteenth century. When The Two Lawyers was being writ-
ten many lectures were being given on the subject, some little 
more than theatrical shows. The topic was hotly debated in 
the Otago Daily Times during 1881 and the lawyer Frierland 
appears to be a convert. The Timaru Herald advertised perfor-
mances by visiting “professors.”
PHRENOLOGY. To the Inhabitants of Temuka 
and the Surrounding Districts. PROFESSOR SI-
MON, the world renowned Phrenologist, begs to 
inform the Inhabitants of Temuka that he will give 
a Phrenological Entertainment and read character 
whilst blindfolded, in the Mechanics’ Institute on 
Wednesday and Thursday, the 13th and 14th inst. 
Doors open at 7.30 p.m., to commence at 8 p.m. 
sharp. Admission to Front seats, 2s. Back seats, 1s. 
The Professor will be in attendance at the Hall to 
give verbal readings from 9 a.m. to 6 p.m. Charts 
with full description can be had.
Timaru Herald 12 July 1881
Page 11 “the next coach.” By 1861 Baines and Manning were running 
a coach service to Christchurch twice a week, taking two days. 
From 1864 a Cobb & Co coach made the journey in one day.
Page 11 “or I am a Dutchman.” Implying disbelief in what has just 
been stated. One of the many examples of derogatory phrases 
which are a legacy of the Anglo-Dutch rivalries of the seven-
teenth century.
Page 13 “working a dead horse.” Often “flogging a dead horse,” the 
phrase refers to an action that is considered a waste of time 
because the outcome is already decided.
Page 17 “roadstead.” Timaru had no harbour at this time and ships 
anchored in the roadstead with cargo and passengers being 
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taken ashore to the landing place (see illustration on page 
xviii) in small boats usually manned by Deal boatmen who 
emigrated to Timaru to do this particular work. It was 1887 
before the first concrete breakwater of the artificial harbour 
was completed. In describing the various travels of his char-
acters by sea to Dunedin or Lyttelton Southan makes no use of 
the dramatic potential of such voyages. Shortly after The Two 
Lawyers was receiving its unhappy newspaper reviews Sou-
than was back in Timaru and may have witnessed the wreck 
of the Benvenue and the City of Perth on 14 May 1882, which 
cost nine lives.
Page 18 Young Ladies’ Journal. Southan has chosen well. This periodi-
cal, which began in 1862, was a great success. Among short 
items on random subjects were practical hints on dressmak-
ing and other domesticities as well as short stories and a serial. 
Given the style of The Two Lawyers, it is likely that Southan 
read some of those serials. See more on page xiii.
Page 30 “very devil.” Southan has given the famous lines of Cassius in 
Julius Caesar a new twist by replacing “leads on to fortune” 
with a conclusion more appropriate to his tale.
Page 32 “beef tea.” A popular nineteenth-century broth made of beef 
and water used as a remedy for fever or weakness.
Page 41 “hold a candle to the devil.” To aid that which is wrong, a say-
ing echoing the Catholic practice of burning candles before 
images of saints.
Page 55 “Felix Fixer.” Like Dickens with Pumblechook and Squeers, 
Southan has given some descriptive names to some of his 
characters. Most obvious is the scheming Felix Fixer, while his 
hero Frank Perryman carries a first name implying honesty 
and openness.
Page 65 “morning wrapper.” This was for Victorian ladies the most 
suitable dress for breakfast. The flavour of fashion in those 
times is given in this advice column:
“MORNING DRESS. The most suitable dress 
for breakfast, is a wrapper made to fit the figure 
loosely, and the material, excepting when the win-
ter weather requires woollen goods, should be of 
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chintz, gingham, brilliante, or muslin. A lady who 
has children, or one accustomed to perform for 
herself light household duties, will soon find the 
advantage of wearing materials that will wash. If 
the wearer is called to see unexpected visitors, this 
will protect the front of the dress, and save washing 
the wrapper too frequently.”
Page 68 “ebony ruler.” Much used in Victorian offices and by domes-
tic letter writers for ruling lines, the ruler was made of ebony 
wood and shaped so that pencil lead and ink stains would not 
show.
Page 70 “construe.” To analyse the grammatical structure of a text, 
most commonly used in reference to Latin and Greek. Al-
though Fixer was a mere clerk, he had once been a verger and 
his education probably included some Latin.
Page 81 “division.” Convicts on probation were divided into several 
classes depending on their potential for improving them-
selves. Each division was, as far as possible, kept separate from 
the others and each had an overseer.
Page 83 “lagged.” Lag was slang for “transport as a convict.” Lag as a 
noun referred to the convict.
Page 83 “selection.” Describes land made available on favourable 
terms to settlers under legislation of the 1860s. The term was 
used in Steele Rudd’s novel On Our Selection (1899) which 
was the genesis of the popular radio series “Dad and Dave” 
which began in 1937 and can still be heard on “vintage” radio 
stations.
Page 87 “telegraph.” It was 1869 before a reliable telegraph connection 
was established between Tasmania and Melbourne.
Page 87 “Sandridge pier.” The pier at Sandridge was linked by rail to 
Melbourne in 1854.
Page 91 “Keilor Plains.” Keilor, now an outer north-west suburb of 
Melbourne, was on the main route to the goldfields. Beyond 
the town was a vast and dreary landscape.
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Page 95 “croop.” An alternative spelling of croup, an infection that in-
duces a barking cough.
Page 96 “bull’s-eye lamp.” Much-used by the police in Victorian times, 
the lantern with a thick lens looking like a bull’s eye cast a 
bright light and could burn for six hours on one pint of oil. A 
shield would be moved in front of the light when not in use.
Page 101 “Dunolly.” A Victorian gold rush town, just west of Bendigo. 
In 1856 Dunolly was the site of one of the largest gold rushes 
in the world with 60,000 people flocking to the area.
Page 102 “Jones’s Creek.” About 8 kilometres from Dunolly, named af-
ter a prospector who camped there. It was later called Waan-
yarra.
Page 104 “Dunlop O’Neil murder was committed.” In 1857 Rupert 
Dunlop and Hugh McLean were murdered at this spot. Job 
Neil was charged with crime but acquitted. Murderer’s Hill is 
the place name still used.
Page 104 “P. B.” Probably a reference to brandy made by Pierre Brisson 
and Company. The labels on their bottles carried the legend 
“P. B. Brandy.”
Page 105 “Gooseberry’s Hill.” A location just south of Dunolly. Gold 
mine tunnels can still be seen there.
Page 105 “colonial stretchers.” A colonial stretcher was a fairly basic 
type of couch. One goldfields memoir describes making one: 
“With the aid of flour sacks, four wooden forks and a little 
straight timber an impromptu colonial stretcher was made, 
somewhat softer than the ground.” Later the term was applied 
to a basic factory-made couch.
Page 110 “spooney.” From the verb to spoon and meaning sentimental-
ly amorous.
Page 122 “the magistrate.” This is a reference to one of Timaru’s early 
characters, Captain Belfield Woollcombe. After 20 years with 
the Royal Navy he had emigrated to New Zealand in 1852 and 
settled in Timaru in 1857, two years before organised settle-
ment began. He built a whare and was appointed government 
agent, eventually undertaking a multitude of roles, including 
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resident magistrate and beach master. He was still active in the 
town when Southan lived there and, if he ever read The Two 
Lawyers, would have immediately recognised his thinly-dis-
guised appearance in the novel.
Page 122 “mud whare.” Whare is Māori for a house and the word, or 
mangled versions of it, was widely used by settlers.
Page 127 “give you a grab.” Perhaps slang for “shout for you,” meaning 
the drinks this time would be on the house.
Page 127 “the twenty-pound nugget.” Many large nuggets of allu-
vial gold were found near Dunolly, the largest being the 
214-pound “Welcome Stranger” nugget found at nearby Mo-
liagul in 1869.
Page 132 “rich as Jews.” Meaning very wealthy. The expression had 
been common in Europe since the medieval period, reflecting 
the fact that Jewish merchants were usually the richest in the 
community.
Page 134
An 1855 cartoon of a bushranger robbing a traveller in the 
Black Forest (State Library Victoria).
NOTES 279
“Black Forest.” On the route to the goldfields and notorious in 
the 1850s as the haunt of bushrangers and scene of numerous 
assaults and robberies.
The words “Still so gently o’er me stealing” are from “The Med-
ley Song” by J. Rades:
So adieu, my Native Land, adieu, the Battle and the breeze
Still so gently o’er me stealing, the Light of other Days;
Lord Tom Noddy, and the Holy Friar, they say I’m a Dandy quite
In the Bay of Biscay, Rise Gentle Moon, I love, I love the night.
(Lord Tom Noddy is a fool and Holy Friar is rhyming slang for liar.)
Page 135 “cooey.” An alternative spelling of “cooee,” a long, shrill cry 
used by Aborigines and widely taken up by the settlers.
Page 139 “mallee.” A plant with multiple stems which can grow to over 
30 feet (9 metres) high.
Page 140 “2dwts.” A pennyweight (dwt), the weight of a sterling silver 
penny:  1⁄240th of a troy pound, 0.05 oz. or 1.55 g.
Page 152 “Lancers.” The Lancers was a dance performed by four cou-
ples that was very popular in the late nineteenth century.
Page 163 “siller.” A Scots dialect version of “silver.”
Page 168 “‘Thy Voice is Near.’” A popular song with words by Mrs 
Aylmer and music by W. T. Wrighton. The sheet music was 
available in New Zealand from about 1864 and the song fea-
tured often in recitals of the late 1860s.
Page 171 “literally coopered.” Thieves’ slang meaning ‘done for’, spoilt.
Page 173 “where ignorance is bliss, ’tis folly to be wise.” From Thomas 
Gray’s “Ode on a Distant Prospect of Eton College.” Possibly 
one of the most misconstrued phrases in English literature. 
Gray is not promoting ignorance, but is reflecting with nostal-
gia on a time when he was allowed to be ignorant, his youth.
Page 174 “direct mail.” It was not until the Otago gold rush (May 1861–
c. 1865) that direct sailings from Dunedin to Hobart become 
common.
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Page 183 “Inglewood.” An important gold mining centre during the 
1850s and 1860s.
Page 183 “Bendigo Advertiser.” This paper was first published in 1853 
and was commonly called “The Addy,” an example of the 
fondness of Australian English speakers for diminutives like 
ambo for ambulance.
Page 184 “Ballarat.” At this time, following a huge influx of poor miners, 
many from Ireland and China, living in shanty towns, Ballarat 
was not regarded as the most civilised place one could visit.
Page 188 “Charles.” Southan, in juggling his cast of characters, has the 
distraught Sarah Hubbard calling her husband John by the 
wrong name during this exchange.
Page 191 “Ballarat Star.” The Star, named after the Star Hotel in Main 
Street where the proprietors met to establish the paper, began 
as a tri-weekly journal and then became a morning daily from 
15 December 1856. It was Ballarat’s second successful news-
paper, established as a reaction to the more radical Ballarat 
Times, whose editor and owner was arrested for sedition the 
day after the storming of the Eureka stockade on 3 December 
1854. (During a rebellion against the mining regulations the 
miners had erected a stockade at the Eureka Lead near Bal-
larat which was stormed by government forces and 27 lives 
were lost.) The Star merged with the Ballarat Courier in 1924.
Page 191 “local.” A local paper or simply a local story. Often these sto-
ries were grouped under the heading “Local.”
Page 205 “Bunkum.” Meaning “rubbish.” A popular term deriving from 
a 1820 speech by American politician Felix Walker which was 
long and boring and prefaced by the speaker’s comment that 
he “was speaking for Buncombe,” the town in North Carolina 
which he represented.
Page 216 “bottle of hay.” Bottle is an obsolete word meaning “bundle.” 
In A Midsummer Night’s Dream a hungry Bottom complains, 
“Methinks I have a great desire to a bottle of hay.”
Page 224 “A steamer.” The common trans-Tasman steamer route at this 
time was Melbourne – Bluff –Dunedin ‒ Lyttelton. Mary and 
her father would have spent about ten days on board.
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Page 224 “miserable looking place.” By the 1860s Lyttelton had been 
growing for more than a decade and was a substantial settle-
ment. Mary Torridge was, of course, entitled to her opinion.
Page 224 “arrive at Christchurch.” Because the Lyttelton tunnel did not 
open until 1867, Mary and her father would have travelled by 
small boat to the Ferrymead railway and then on to Christ-
church. Southan’s use of the word “porter” suggests that he 
may have assumed the direct Lyttelton – Christchurch line 
was already operating.
Page 224 “nearly twenty years ago.” Here Southan gives his clearest in-
dication that the action is set in about 1860–1863.
Page 226 “£50,000.” Roughly equivalent to $5.8 million today. The in-
flation adjusted amount is extraordinarily high, but certainly 
adds drama to the story.
Page 229 “financing should be attempted by Fixer in Dunedin.” After 
the discovery of gold in Otago in 1861, Dunedin boomed and 
by 1870 was the country’s largest town and financial capital, a 
natural magnet for those seeking finance for entrepreneurial 
schemes.
Page 232 “born in America.” Although in 1893 New Zealand would be-
come the first country to enfranchise women, America was 
early in promoting the cause. From the 1850s National Wom-
en’s Rights Conventions had promoted the suffrage move-
ment and American as well as British “missionaries” spread 
the word in New Zealand. In the 1860s many New Zealanders 
would have seen America as the “home” of the more energetic 
campaigners.
Page 243 “the Cathedral City.” At the time in which Southan set his 
story (the early 1860s) Christchurch Cathedral was not built 
and the “Cathedral City” name for Christchurch seems not to 
have been used until the early 1870s but was in general use by 
the time Southan was writing his novel in 1880.
Page 243 “two days.” As the note to page 11 indicates, the journey could 
be made in one day from 1864, so the year of the events de-
scribed can be confirmed as the early 1860s, always assuming 
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Southan is aware of South Canterbury history and is aiming 
for verisimilitude.
Page 249 “Washdyke.” A stream to the north of Timaru, so named by 
pioneer run holders, the brothers George and Robert Heaton 
Rhodes, because they dammed the stream to form a pool for 
washing their sheep before shearing. It was sometimes a dif-
ficult area to cross but by 1863 a road had been formed and a 
bridge was built by 1865.
Page 250 “Mrs Bluff?” Southan has given the housekeeper the name of 
his character Bluff (based on Captain Belfield Woollcombe 
as suggested in the note to p. 122) but there can be no con-
nection here as the real Mrs. Woollcombe (Frances Kendall, a 
minister’s daughter, who married Woollcombe in 1861) is an 
impossible model for Mrs. Bluff.
Page 251 “rough weather.” Although wrecks were not common in the 
early 1860s, by the time Southan was writing (about 1880) 
there had been at least 14 wrecks off Timaru.
Page 253  “San Francisco.” A direct sailing from Timaru to San Francis-
co would be a rarity at that time, but not impossible.
Page 256 “lock-up.” Timaru in 1862 had just three policemen. The 
watch house, a three-roomed cottage with a double stable, had 
just been built and was used as a lock-up.
Page 263 “Supreme Court.” The place of the sitting must have been 
Christchurch (or Dunedin) at that time, a great inconvenience 
for the procession of witnesses and counsel, but Southan does 
not mention the difficulty.
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